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THE AUTOCRATS AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



The interruption referred to in the first sen- 
tence of the first of these papers was just a 
quarter of a century in duration. 

Two articles entitled ** The Autocrat of the 
Breakfast-Table •• will be found in the "New 
England Magazine," formerly published. in Bos- 
tor^ by J. T. and E. Buckingham. The date 
of the first of these articles is November 1831, 
and that of the second February 1832. When 
"The Atlantic Monthly" was begun, twenty- 
five years afterwards, and the author was asked 
to write for it, the recollection of these crude 
products of his uncombed literary boyhood 
suggested the thought that it would be a cu- 
rious experiment to shake the same bough 
again, • and see if the ripe fiiiit were better 01 
worse than the early windfiills. 

So began this series of papers, which nat* 

urally brings those earlier attempts to my own 

• notice and that of some few friends who were 
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idle enough to read them at the time of theii 
publication. The man is father to the boy 
that was, and I am my own son, as it seems 
to me, in those papers of the New England 
Magazine. If I find it hard to pardon the 
boy's faults, others would find it harder. They 
will not, therefore, be reprinted here, nor as I 
hope, anjrwhere. 

But a sentence or two from them will perhaps 
bear reproducing, and with these I trust the 
gentle reader, if that kind being still breathes, 
will be contented. 

«^** It is a capital plan to carry a tablet with you, and^ 
when you find yourself felicitous, take notes of your 



own conversation.'*- 



— ** When I feel inclined to read poetry I take dbwn 
ir.y Dictionary. The poetry of words is quite as beau- 
tiful as that of sentences. The author may arrange the 
gems efFedllveiy, but their fhape and luftre have been 
given by the attrition of ages. Bring me the fined Am- 
lie from the whole range of imaginative writing, and I 
will (how you a fingle word which conveys a more pro- 
found, a more accurate, and a more eloquent analogy."-— 

— ^^ Once on a time, a notion was ftarted, that if all 
the people in the world would fhout at once, it might 
be heard in the moon. So the projectors agreed it 
ibould be done in juft ten years. Some thousand (hip- 
loads of chronometers were diftributed to the selectmen 
and other great folks of all the different nations. For 
a year beforehand, nothing else was talked about but the 
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awful noise that was to be made on the great occadon. 
When the time came^ everybody had their ears so wide 
open, to hear the universal ejaculation of Boo,— the 
word agreed upon »— -that nobody spoke except a deaf 
man in one of the Fejee Islands, and a woman in 
Pekin, so that the world was never so fiill fince the 
creation/* 

There was nothing better than these things 
and there was not a little that was much worse. 
A young fellow of two or three and twenty has 
as good a right to spoil a magazine-full of 
essays in learning how to write, as an oculist 
like Wenzel had to spoil his hat-full of eyes 
in learning how to operate for cataract, or an 
elegant like Brummel to point to an armful of 
failures in the attempt to achieve a perfect tie. 
This son of mine, whom I have not seen for 
these twenty-five years, generously counted, 
was a self-willed youth, always too ready to 
utter his unchastised fancies. He, like too 
many American young people, got the spur 
when he should have had the rein. He there- 
fore helped to fill the market with that unripe 
fruit which his father says in one of these pa 
pers abounds in the marts of his native country. 
All these by-gone shortcomings he would hope 
are forgiven, did be not feel sure that very few 
of his readers know anything about them. In 
taking the old name for the new papers, he felt 
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bound to By that he had uttered unwise things 
under that title, and if it shall appear that his 
unwisdom has not diminished by at least half 
while his yean hare doubled, he promises not 
to repeat ^ experiment if he should live to 
double them again and become his own grand- 
fitber. 

OLIVSR WBNDKLL HOLMES. 
■• i« tlil. 
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I WAS just going to say, when I was inteimptedi 
that one of the many ways of classifying minds is 
under the heads of arithmetical and algebraical in- 
tellects. All economical and practical wisdom is an 
extension or variation of the following arithmetical 
formula: 2-j-2=4. Every philosophical proposition 
has the more general character of the expression 
af fr=c. We are mere operatives, empirics, and 
egotists, until we learn to think in letters instead of 
figures. 

They all stared. There is a divinity student lately 
come among us to whom I commonly address re^ 
marks like the above, allowing him to take a certain 
share in the conversation, so far as assent or pertinent 
questions are involved. He abused his liberty on 
this occasion by presuming to say that Leibnitz had 
the same observation.— No, air, I replied, he ha4 not 
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Bat he said a mighty good thing about mathematics, 
that sounds something like it, and you found it, not 
in ike original^ but quoted by Dr. Thomas Reid. 1 
will tell the company what he did say, one of these 
days. 

If I belong to a Society of Mutual Admiration ? 

—I blush to say that I do not at this present moment. 
I onoe did| however. It was the first associatipu to 
which I ever heard the term applied; a body of 
scientific young men in a great foreign city who ad- 
mired their teacher, and to some extent each other. 
Many of them deserved it; they have become famous 
since. It amuses me to hear the talk of one of those 
beings described by Thackeray — 

** Letters four do form his name * — 

about a social development which belongs to the very 
noblest stage of civilization. All generous companies 
of artists, authors, philanthropists, men of science, 
are, or ought to be. Societies of Mutual Admiration. 
A man of genius, or any kind of superiority, is not 
debarred from admiring the same quality in another, 
nor the other from returning his admiration. They 
may even associate together and continue to think 
highly of each other. And so of a dozen such men, 
if any one place is fortunate enough to hold so many. 
The being referred to above assumes several false 
premises. First, that men of talent necessarily hate 
each other. Secondly, that intimate knowledge ox 
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habitual association destroys our admiration of 
persons whom we esteemed highly at a distance. 
Thirdly, that a circle of clever fellows, who meet 
together to dine and have a good time, have signed 
a constitutional compact to glorify themselves and to 
put down him and the fraction of the human race 
not belonging to their number. Fourthly, that it is 
an outrage that he is not asked to join them. 

Here the company laughed a good deal, and the 
old gentleman who sits opposite said, ^ That* s it! 
that's it!" 

I continued, for I was in the talking vein. As to 
clever people's hating each other, I think a little 
extra talent docs sometimes make people jealous. 
They become^ irritated by perpetual attempts and 
failures, and it hurts their tempers and dispositions. 
Unpretending mediocrity is good, and genius is 
glorious ; but a weak flavor of genius in an essen- 
tially common person is detestable. It spoils the 
grand neutrality of a commonplace character, as the 
rinsings of an unwashed wineglass spoil a draught 
of fair water. No wonder the poor fellow we spoke 
of, .who always belongs to this class of slightly 
flavored mediocrities, is puzzled and vexed by the 
strange sight of a dozen men of capacity working 
and playing together in harmony. He and his fel- 
lows are always fighting. With them familiarity 
naturally breeds contempt If they ever praise each 
other's bad drawings, or broken-winded novels, oc 
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qmviaed venes, nobody cTer supposed it was from 
admiratioa; it was simply a contract between them- 
•elves and a pablisber or dealer. 

If the Mntualfl have really nothing among them 
worth admiring, that alters the qnestioa. Bat if they 
•re men with noble powers and qualities, let me tell , 
yoo, that, next to yoathfol love and family affections, , 
there is no hamaa sentiment better than that which 
unites the Societies of Mutual Admiration. And 
what would literature or art be without such assoaa- 
tions? Who can tell what we owe to the Mntaal 
Admiration Society of which Shakspeare, and Ben 
JooBon, and Beaumont and Fletcher were members? 
Or to that of which Addison and Steele formed the 
centre, and which gave us the Spectator? Or to 
that where Johnson, and Goldsmith, and Burke, and 
Reynolds, and Beauclerk, and Boswell, most admir- 
ing among all admirers, met together? Was there 
any great barm in the fact that the Irvings and 
Panlding wrote in company? or any unpardonable 
cabal in the literary union of Verplanck and Bryant 
and Sands, and as many more as they chose to a&so> 
- date with them ? 

The poor creature does not know what he is talk* 
ing aboat, when he abuses this noblest of institiitione. 
Let him inspect its mysteries through the knot-hole 
he has secured, but not use that orifice as a medium 
for his popgun. Such a society is the crown of a 
literary metropolis; if a town has not material for 
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it| and spirit and good feeling enough to organize it, 
it is a mere caravansary, fit for a man of genius to 
lodge in, but not to live in. Foolish people hate and 
dread and envy such an association of men of varied 
powers and influence, because it is lofty, serene, 
impregnable, and, by the necessity of the case, 
exclusive. Wise ones are prouder of the title 
M. S. M. A. than of all their other honors put 
together. 

All generous minds have a horror of what am 

commonly called <* facts." They are the brute beasts 
of the intellectual domain. Who does not know 
fellows that always have an ill-conditioned fact or 
two which they lead after them into decent company 
like so many bull-dogs, ready to let them slip at 
every ingenious suggestion, or convenient generaliza- 
tion, or pleasant fancy ? I allow no *' facts '' at this 
table. What! Because bread is good and whole-, 
some and necessary and nourishing, shall you thrust 
a crumb into my windpipe while I am talking? Do 
not these muscles of mine represent a hundred loaves 
of Dread ? and is not my thought the abstract of ten 
thousand of these crumbs Oi truth with which you 
would choke off my speech ? 

[The above remark must be conditioned and quali- 
fied for the vulgar mind. The reader will of course 
understand the precise amount of seasoning which 
must be added to it before be adopts it as one 
of the axioms of his life. The speaker disclaima 
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an responsibility for its abnse in incompeteni 
liands.] 

This business of conversation is a yery serious 
matter. There are men that it weakens one to talk 
with an hour more than a day's fasting would do. 
Mark this that I am going to say, for U is as good as 
a working professional man's advicci and costs you, 
nothing: It is better to lose a pint of blood from 
your veins than to have a nerve tapped. Nobody 
measores yonr nervous force as jit runs away, nor 
bandages your brain and marrow after the opera- 
tion. 

There are men of esprU who are excessively ex- 
hausting to some people. They are the talkers who 
have what may be called jerky minds. Their 
thoughts do not run in the natural order of sequence. 
They say bright things on all possible subjects, *but 
their zigzags rack you to death. After a jolting half- 
hour with one of these jerky companions, talking with 
a dull friend affords great reliefl It is like taking 
s) the cat in your lap after holding a squirrel 

What a comfort a dull but kindly person is, to be 
sm^ at times ! A ground-glass shade over a gas- 
lamp does not bring more solace to our dazzled eyes 
than such a one to our minds. 

^ Do not dull people bore you ? " said one of the 
lady-boarders^ — ^the same that sent me her autograph- 
book last week with a request for a few original 
atansasy not remembering that ^ The Pactolian " pays 
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I me five dollars a line for every thing I write in its 
columns. 

*' Madam/' said I, (she and the century were in 
their teens together,) ^ all men are bores, except when 
we want them. There never was but one man whom 
I would trust with my latch-key." 

*' Who might that favored person be ? '' 

^ Zimmermann.'' 

The men of genius that I fancy most have 

erectile heads like the cobra-di-capello. You remem* 
ber what they tell of William Pinkney, the great 
j pleader; bow in his eloquent paroxysms the veins 
j of his neck would swell and his face flush and his 
j eyes glitter, until he seemed on the verge of apoplexy. 
The hydraulic arrangements for supplying the bruin 
with blood are only second in importance to its own 
organization. The bulbous-headed fellows that steam 
well when they are at work are the men that draw 
big audiences and give us marrowy books and pic- 
tures. It is a good sign to have one's feet grow cold 
when he is writing. A great writer and speaker once 
told me that he often wrote with his feet in hot 
water; but for this, all his blood would have run into 
his bead, as the mercury sometimes withdraws into 
the ball of a thermometer. 

You don't suppose that my remarks made at 

this table are like so many postage-stamps, do you^-^ 
each to be only once uttered ? If you do, you are 
mistaken. He must be a poor creature that does not 
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often lepeat binuelfL Imagine the aathor of the ez 
celleot piece of advice, <■ Know thyself" never allud- 
ing to that sentiment again during the coarse of a 
protracted existence ! Why, the truths a man carries 
about with him are bis tools ; and do you think a 
carpenter is bound to nse the same plane hut once 
to smooth a knotty board with, or to hang up his ^ 
hammer after it has driven its fiist nail ? I shaU 
never repeat a conversation, but an idea often. I 
shall use the same types when I like, but not com- 
monly the same stereotypes. A thought is often 
original, though yon have uttered it a hundred times. 
It has come to yon over a new route, by a new and 
express train of associations. 

Sometimes, but rarely, one may be caught making 
the same speech twice over, and yet be held blame- 
less. Thus, a certain lecturer, after performing in an 
inland ci^, where dwells a LiU4ratrice of note, was 
invited to meet her and others over the social teacup. 
She pleasantly referred to his many wanderings ia 
bis new occupation. ** Yes," he replied, " I am like 
the Uoma, the bird that never lights, being always 
in the cars, as be ia always on the wing." — Years 
elapsed. The lecturer visited the same place once 
more for the same purpose. Another social cup after 
the lecture, and a second meeting with the distin* 
gnisbed lady. ** You are constantly going from place 
to place," she said. — « Yes," ho answered, « I am like 
the Boms,"— end finished the sentence as before. 
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; What hoirora, wheD it flashed over him that he 

j bad made this fine speech, word for word, twice over ! 

; Yet it was not true, as the lady might perhaps have 

; foirly inferred, that be had embellished his converse- 

' tion with the Kama daily during that whole interval 

, of years. On the contrary, he had never once thought 

' of the odious fowl until the recnirence of precisely 

th< same circumstances brought up precisely the 

same idea. He ought to have been proud of the 

accuracy of his mental adjustments. Given certain 

factors, and a sound brain should always evolve the 

same fixed product with the certainty of Babbage's 

calculating machine. 

What a satire, by the way, is that machine on 

the mere mathematician ! A Fraakeostein-mousteT) 
a thing without brains and without heart, too stupid 
to malce a blunder ; that turns out results like a corn- 
shcUer, and never grows any wiser or better, though 
it grind a thousand bushels of them ! 

I have an immense respect for a man of talents 
plus ** the mathematics." But the calculating power 
alone should seem to be the least human of qualltiea, 
and to have the smallest amount of reason in it ; 
since a machine can be made to do the work of three 
or four calculators, and better than any one of them. 
Sometimes I have been troubled that I had not a 
deeper intaitive apprehension of the relations of nam* 
bers. But the triumph of the sphering hand-organ 
has conaoled me. I always fancy I can hear the 
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wheels clioldiig in a colcalatoi** bnin. The power 
of dealing with namben u a kind of " detached Inver ** 
arrangement, which may be pat into a mighty poor 
watch. I BOppoBc it ia about as common aa the 
power of moving the ears voluntarily, which is a 
tDodeiately ran endowment 

little localized powers, and little narrow 

■treaks of specialized knowledge, are things men are 
Teiy apt to be conceited about Natore is very wise ; 
bat for this encouraging principle how many small ' 
talents and little accomplishments would be neg* 
lected! Talk abont conceit as much as you like, 
it is to human character what salt is to the ocean ; it 
keeps it sweet, and renders it endurable. Say rather 
it is like the nataral migucnt of the sea-fowl's pln- 
mage, which enables him to shed the rain that falls 
on bim and the ware in which be dips. When one 
has had all his conceit taken out of bim, when he 
has lost ali his illusions, his feathers will soon soak 
through, and be will fly no more. 

" So you admire conceited people, do yoa ? ** said 
the yotmg lady who has come to the city to be fin- 
isbed off for — the duties of life. 

I am afraid you do not study logic at your school, 
my dear. It does not follow that I wish to be 
pickled in brine because I like a salt-water plunge at 
Nahant I say that conceit ia just as natural a thing 
to human minds as a centre is to a circle. But 
little-minded people's thoughts move in such small 
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circles that five minates* conversation gives you an 
arc long enoagh to determine their whole curve. An 
aro in the movement of a large intellect does not 
sensibly differ from a straight line. Even if it have 
the third vowel as its centre, it doea not soon betray 
it The highest thought, that is, is the most seen)< 
\ ingly impersonal ; it does not obviously imply any 
individnal centre. •__ 

Audacious self-esteem, with good ground for it, is 
always imposing. What resplendent beauty that 
must have been which cottid have authorized Phryne 
to " peel " in the way she did ! What fine speeches 
are those two : " Non omnis moriar," and ** I have 
taken all knowledge to be my province "! Even in 
common people, conceit has the virtue of making 
them cheerful ; the man who thinks his wife, his 
baby, bis bouse, his horse, hie dog, and himself sev* 
erally unequalled, is almost sure to be a good- 
humored person, though liable to be tedious at 
times. 

"What are the great faults of conversation ? 

Want of ideas, want of words, want of manners, are 
the principal ones, I suppose you think. J don't 
doubt it, but I will tell you what I have found spoil 
more good talks than anything else ; — long a^pi- 
mcnts on special points between people who differ 
on the fundamental principles upon which these 
points depend. No men can have satisfactory re- 
lations with each otiier until they have agreed on 
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certain uUimala of belief not to be disturbed in or* 
dinary conversationi and unless tbey have sense 
enough to trace the secondary questions depending 
upon these ultimate beliefs to their source. In shorty 
jodt as a written constitution is essential to the best 
social orderi so a code of finalities is a necessary con« 
dition of profitable talk between two persons. Talk- 
ing is like playing on the harp ; there is as much in 
laying the hand on the strings to stop their vibrations 
\ as in t¥ranging them to bring out their music. 

Do you mean to say the pun-question is not 

clearly settled in your minds ? Let me lay down the 
law upon the subject Life and language are alike 
sacred. Homicide and verbicide — that is, violent 
treatment of a word with fatal results to its legiti- 
mate meaning, which is its life— are alike forbidden. 
Manslaughter, which is the meaning of the one, is 
the same as man's laughter, which is the end of the 
other. A pun is primd facie an insult to the person 
you are talking with. It implies utter indifference to 
or sublime contempt for his remarks, no matter how 
serious. I speak of total depravity, and one says all 
that is written on the subject is deep raving. I have 
committed my self-respect by talking with such a 
person. I should like to commit him, but cannot, 
because he is a nuisance. Or I speak of geological 
convulsions, and he asks me what was the cosine of 
Noah's ark; also, whether the Deluge was not a 
deal buger than any modem inundation. 
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A pun does not commonly justify a blow in return. 
But if a blow were given for such causci and death 
ensued, the jury would be judges both of the facts 
and of the pun, and might, if the latter were of an 
aggravated character, return a verdict of justifiable 
homicide. Thus, in a case lately decided before 
Miller, J., Doe presented Roe a subscription paper, 
and urged the claims of suffering humanity. Boa 
replied by asking, When charity was like a top ? It 
was in evidence that Doe preserved a dignified si- 
lence. Roe then said, ^ When it begins to hum.** 
Doe then — and not till then — struck Roe, and his 
head happening to hit a bound volume of the 
Monthly Rag-bag and Stolen Miscellany, intense 
mortification ensued, with a fatal result The chief 
laid down his notions of the law to his brother jus- 
tices, who unanimously replied, ^Jest so." The 
chief rejoined, that no man should jest so without 
being punished for it, and charged for the prisoner, 
who was acquitted, and the pun ordered to be 
burned by the sheriff. The bound volume was for- 
felted as a deodand, but not claimed. 

People that make puns are like wanton boys that 

put coppers on the railroad tracks. They amuse 

themselves and other children, but their litUe trick 

may upset a freight train of conversation for the 

^ sake of a battered witticism. 

I will thank you, B. F., to bring down two books, 
of which I will mark the places on this slip of paper. 
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(While be is gone, I may say that this boy, our land* 
lady's youngest, is called Benjamin Franklin, after 
the celebrated philosopher of that name. A highly 
merited compliment) 

I wished to refer to two eminent authorities. 
Now be 80 good as to listen. The great moralist 
says : ^ To trifle with the vocabulary which is the 
vehicle of social intercourse is to tamper with the 
currency of human intelligence. He who would 
violate the sanctities of his mother tongue would in- 
vade the recesses of the paternal till without remorse, 
and repeat the banquet of Saturn without an indi« 
gestion.'' 

And, once more, listen to the historian. ^ The Pa- 
litans hated puns. The Bishops were notoriously 
addicted to them. The Lords Temporal carried 
them to the verge of license. Majesty itself must 
have its Royal quibble. ' Ye be burly, my Lord of 
Burleigh,' said Queen Elizabeth, ' but ye shall make 
less stir in our realm than my Lord of Leicester.* 
The gravest wisdom and the highest breeding lent 
their sanction to the practice. Lord Bacon playfully 
declared himself a descendant of 'Og, the King of 
Bashan. Sir Philip Sidney, with his last breath, 
reproached the soldier who brought him water, for 
wasting a casque full upon a dying man. A courtier, 
who saw Othello performed at the Globe Theatre, 
remarked, that the blackamoor was a brute, and not 
a man. * Thou hast reason,' replied a great Lord, 
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according to Plato his saying; for this be a two- 
legged animal with feathers.' The fatal habit be- 
came universal. The language was corrupted. The 
infection spread to the national conscience. Political 
double-dealings naturally grew out of verbal double 
meanings. The teeth of the new dragon were sown 
by the Cadmus who introduced the alphabet of 
equivocation. What was levity in the time of the 
Tudors grew to regicide and revolution in the age 
of the Stuarts." 
i Who was that boarder that just whispered some- 
thing about the Macaulay-flowers of literature?— 
There was a dead silence^— I said calmly, I shall 
henceforth consider any interruption by a pun as a 
hint to change my boarding-house. Do not plead my 
example. If / have used any such, it has been only 
as a Spartan father would show up a drunken helot. 
We have done with them. 

———If a logical mind ever found out anything 
with its logic?— I should say that its most frequent 
work was to build a pans asinarum over chasms which 
shrewd people can bestride without such a structure. 
You can hire logic, in the shape of a lawyer, to 
prove anything that you want to prove. You can 
buy treatises to show that Napoleon never lived, and 
that no battle of Bunker-hill was ever fought. The 
great minds are those with a wide span, which couple 
truths related to, but far removed from, each other. 
Logicians carry the surveyor's chain over the track 
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of which these are the trae explorers. I value a ir*»^ 
mainly for his primary relations with truth, as I un- 
derstand truth, — not for any secondary artifice in 
handling his ideas. Some of the sharpest men in 
argument are notoriously unsound in judgment. I 
should not trust the counsel of a smart debater, any 
more than that of a good chess-player. Either may 
of course advise wisely, but not necessarily because 
he wrangles or plays welL 

The old gentleman who sits opposite got his hand 
up, as a pointer lifts his forefoot, at the expression, 
** his relations with truth, as I understand truth," and 
when I had done, sniffed audibly, and said I talked 
like a transcendentalist For his part, common sense 
was good enough for him. 

Precisely so, my dear sir, I replied ; common sense, 
as you understand U» Wo all have to assumo a 
standard of judgment in our own minds, either of 
things or persons. A man who is willing to take 
another's opinion has to exercise his judgment in the 
choice of whom to follow, which is often as nice a 
matter as to judge of things for one's self. On the 
whole, I had rather judge men's minds by comparing 
their thoughts with my own, than judge of thoughts 
by knowing who utter them. I must do one or the 
other. It does not follow, of course, that I may not 
recognize another man's thoughts as broader and 
deeper than my own ; but that doles not necessarily 
ebange my opinion, otherwise this would be at the 
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inercy of every snperior mind that held a difTerent 
one. How many of our moat cherished beliefs an 
like those drinklng-glasBea of the ancient pattern, 
that serve us well so long as we keep tliem in oar 
hand, but spill all if we attempt to set them down ! 
I have sometimes compared conversattoa to the 
Italian game of mora, in which one player lifts his 
hand with so many fingers extended, and the other 
gives the number if he can. I show my thought, 
another his; if they agree, well; if they differ, we 
find the largest common factor, if we can, but at any 
rate avoid disputing about remainders and fractions, 
which is to real talk what tuning an instrument is to 
playing on it 

What if, instead of talking this morning, ] 

should read you a copy of verses, with critical 
remarks by the author 1 Any of the oompony can 
retire that like. 

ALBUM TESSES. 
WlwD Ere bad led ber loid awaf, ~ 

And CeJD bad killed bia brodter, 
Tbe itan and floweti, the poeti hj, 

Agreed with one another 

To cheat the cnnniDg tempter^ wc^ 

And teach tbe race iti dutjr, 
Bj keejMng on iu wicked heart 

TbMT ejei of light and beaii^. 
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A million sleeplen lids, thej saj, 

AVUl be at least a warning; 
And so the flowers woold watch hj daj, 

The stars from ere to morning. 

On bill and prairie, field and lawn. 

Their dewy eyes nptoming, 
The flowers still watch flnom reddening daws 

Till western skies are burning* 

Alas! each hour of daylight tells 

A tale of shame so crushing, 
That some turn white as sea-bleached sheOsi 

And some are always blushing. 

But when the patient stars look down 

On all their light discovers, 
The traitor's smile, the murderer^s frown, 

The lips of lying lovers. 

They try to shut their saddening eyes. 

And in the vain endeavour 
We see them twinkling in the skiei, 

And so they wink forever. 

What do you think of these verses my friends?—* 
Is that piece an impromptu? said my landlady's 
daughter. (Aetl9-h* Tender-eyed blonde. Long 
ringlets. Cameo pin. Gold pencil-case on a chain. 
Locket. Bracelet. Album. Autograph book. Ao- 
cordeon. Reads Byron, Tupper, and Sylvanus Cobb, 
junior, while her mother makes the puddings. Says, 
«« Yes ? ^ when you tell her anything.) — Oui et non^ 
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ma petitei — Yes and no, my child. Five of the seven 
verses were written off-hand ; the other two took a 
^eek, — that is, were hanging round the desk in a 
ragged, forlorn, unrhymed condition as long as that. 
All poets will tell you just such stories. CPest le x^er^ 
fiiER pas qui coute. Don't you know how hard it is 
for some people to get out of a room after their visit 
is really over ? They want to be off, and you want 
to have them off, but they don't know how to man* 
age it One would think they had been built in your 
I parlour or study, and were waiting to be launched. 
I I have contrived a sort of ceremonial inclined plane 
i for such visitors, which being lubricated with cer* 
tain smooth phrases, I back them down, metaphori 
cally speaking, stern-foremost, into their '^native 
element," the great ocean of out-doors. Well, now, 
I there are poems as hard to get rid of as these rural 
'\ visitors. They come in glibly, use up all the service- 
} able rhymes, day^ ray^ beauty^ dviy^ skies^ eyes^ others 
I brother J mourUaifij/oufUain, and the like ; and so they 
\ ffo on until you think it is time for the wind-up, 
I and the wind-up won't come on any terms. 80 they 
I lie about until you get sick of the sight of them, and 
end by thrusting some cold scrap of a final couplet 
upon them, and turning them out of doors. I sus- 
j pect a good many ^impromptus" could tell just 
such a story as the above.— Here turning to our land* 
lady, I used an illustration which pleased the com* 
pany much at the time, and has since been highly 
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commended. " Madam,** I said, ■* yon can poor three 
gUb aod three quarters of honey fix>m that pint jug, 
if it is full, in less tbaa one minate ; bat, Madam, yoa 
could not empty that last quarter of a gill, though yoD 
were tnmed into a marble Hebe, and held the vessel 
opnde down for a thonsand years. 

One gets tired to death of the old, old rhymes, 
•nch as yon see in that copy of verses, — ^which I 
don't mean to abuse, or to praise either. I always 
feel as if I were a cobbler, putting new top-leathers 
to an old pair of boot-soles and bodies, when I am 
fitting sentiments to these veoerabln jingles. 



. . • • wuniog. 

Nine tenths of the " Javenile Poems " written 
spring out of the above musical and suggestive co- 
inddences. 

« Yes?" said our landlady's daughter. 

I did not address the following remarlE to her, and 
I tmat, from her limited range of reading, she will 
never see it; I said it softly to my next neighbour. 

When s young female wears a dat circular wde- 
cuil, gummed on each temple, — when she walks 
with a male, not arm in arm, but bis arm against 
the back of hers, — and when she says " Yes?" with 
the note of interrogation, you are generally safe in 
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asking her what wages she gets, and who the •* feller" 
was you eaw her with. 

" What were yoa whUpering ? " said the datightet 
of the house, moistening her lips, as she apoke, in a 
very engaging manner. 

M I was only laying down a principle of aocial 
diagnosis." 

«Yes7" 

It is cnrioos to see how the same wants and 

tastes find the same implements and modes of ez' 
prcssion in all times and places. The yoang ladies 
of Otaheite, as yoa may see in Cook's Voyages, had 
a sort of crinoline arrangement fully equal in radius 
to the largest spread of our own lady-baskets. When 
I filng a Bay-State shawl over my shoulders, I am 
only taking a lesson from the climate that the Indian 
had learned before me. A blan/cet-eh&wl we call it, 
and not a plaid ; and we wear it like the aborigines, 
and not like the Highlanders. 

We are the Romans of the modern worlds— 

the great assimilating people. Conflicts and con- 
quests are of course necessary accidents with as, as 
with our prototypes. And eo we come to their style 
of weapon. Our army sword is the short, stifl^ 
pointed gladiut of the Bomaas ; and the American 
bowie-knife is the same toot, modi&ed to meet the 
dully wants of civil society. I announce at this 
table an axiom not to be found in Montesquiea <x 
the joomali of Congress : — 
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The race that shortens its weapons lengthens its 
boundaries. 

Corollary. It was the Polish lance that left Poland 
at last with nothing of her own ix> bound. 

^ Dropped from her nerreleii grasp the tkaitertd spear ! " 

What business had Sarmatia to be fighting foi 
liberty with a fifteen-foot pole between her and the 
breasts of her enemies ? If she had but clutched 
the old Roman and young American weapon, and 
come to dose quarters, there might have been a 
chance for her ; but it would have spoiled the best 
passage in ^ The Pleasures of Hope.'' 

Self-made men ?— Well, yes. Of course every 

/body likes and respects self-made men. It is a'great 

deal better to be made in that way than not to be 

made at all. Are any of you younger people old 

/ enough to remember that Irishman's house on the 

marsh at Cambridgeport, which house he built from 

drain to chimney-top with his own hands ? It took 

him a good many years to build it, and one could 

see that it was a little out of plumb, and a little 

wavy in outline, and a little queer and uncertain in 

general aspect A regular hand could certainly have 

built a better house ; but it was a very good house 

for a ^self-made" carpetiter's house, and people 

praised it, and said how remarkably well the Irish* 

^man had succeeded. They never thought of prais* 

the fine blocks of houses a little fartner on. 
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Your self-made man, whittled into shape with hia 
^ own jack-knife, deserves more credit, if that is all, 
than the regular engine-turned article, shaped by the 
most approved pattern, and French-polished by so- 
ciety and travel But as to saying that one is every 
way the equal of the other, that is another matter. 
The right of strict social discrimination of all things 
and persons, according to their merits, native or ac« 
quired, is one of the most precious republican privi- 
leges. I' take the liberty to exercise it, when I say, 
that, other thing's being' equals in most relations of 
life I prefer a man of family. 

What do J mean by a man of family? — O, FU 

give you a general idea of what I mean. Let us 

give him a first-rate fit out ; it costs us nothing. 

Four or five generations of gentlemen and gentle- 

I women; among them a member of his Majesty's 

! Council for the Province, a Governor or so, one or 

1 two Doctors of Divinity, a member of Congress, not 

later than the time of top-boots with tassels. 

Family portraits. The member of the Council, 
by Smibert The great merchant-uncle, by Copley, 
fall length, sitting in bis arm-chair, in a velvet cap * 
; and flowered robe, with a globe by him, to show the 
range of his commercial transactions, and letters with 
large red seals lying round, one directed conspicu- 
ously to The Honourable etc etc. Great-grand- 
mother, by the same artist ; brown satin, lace very 
fine, hands superlative ; grand old lady, stiffisb, but 
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imposing. Her motberi artist unknown; flat, an 
golari banging sleeves; parrot on fist A pair of 
Stuarts, viz., 1. A superb full-blown, medisval gen- 
tleman, witb a fiery dasb of Tory blood in his veins, 
tempered down with that of a fine old rebel grand- 
mother, and warmed up with the best of old India 
Madeira; bis face is one flame of ruddy sunshine; 
his ruffled shirt rushes out of his bosom with an im* 
petuous generosity, as if it would drag his heart 
after it ; and his smile is good for twenty thousand 
dollars to the Hospital, besides ample bequests to all 
relatives and dependants. 2. Lady of the same; 
remarkable cap ; high waist, as in time of Empire ; 
bust d la Josephine; wisps of curls, like celery-tips, 
at sides of forehead ; complexion clear and warm, 
like rose-cordiaL As for the miniatures by Malbohe, 
we don't count them in the gallery. 

Books, too, with the names of old college-students 
in them^ — family names ; — you will find them at the 
bead of their respective classes in the days when stu- 
dents took rank on the catalogue from their parents* 
condition. Elzevirs, with the Latinized appellations 
of youthful progenitors, and Hie liber est metis on 
the title-page. A set of Hogarth's original plates. 
Pope, original edition, 15 volumes, London, 1717. 
Barrow on the lower shelves, in folio. Tillotson 
on the upper, in a little dark platoon of octo-dec- 
imos. 

Some family silver; a string of wedding and fune* 
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ral rings ; the arms of the family corioosly blazoned ; 
the same in worsted, by a maiden aunt. 

If the man of family has an old place to keep 
these things in, furnished -with daw-footed chairs 
and black mahogany tables, and tali bevei-edged 
mirrors, and stateiy upright cabinets, his outfit is 
complete. 

No, my friends, I go (always, other things being 
equal) for the * man who inherits family traditions 
and the cumulative humanities of at least four or 
five generations. Above all things, as a child, he 
should have tumbled about in a library. All men 
are afraid of books, who have not handled them 
firom infancy. Do you suppose our dear didascalos 
over there ever read Poll Synopsis^ or consulted Cos* 
ielli Lezkofij while he was growing up to their stat- 
ure ? Not he ; but virtue passed through the hem 
of their parchment and leather garments whenever 
he touched .them, as the precious drugs sweated 
through the bat's handle in the Arabian story. I 
tell you he is at home wherever he smells the invig« 
orating fragrance of Russia leather. No self-made 
man feels so. One may, it is true, have all the an- 
tecedents I have spoken of, and yet be a boor or a 
shabby fellow. One may have none of them, and 
yet be fit for councils and courts. Then let them 
change places. Our social arrangement has this 
great beauty, that its strata shift up and down as 
they change specific gravity, without being clogged 
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by layers of prescnption. But I still insist on my 
democratic liberty of choice, and I go for the man 
with the gallery of family portraits against the one 
with the twenty-five-cent daguerreotype, unless I 
find oot that the last is the better of the two. 

I should have felt more nervous about the 
iate comet, if I had thought the world was ripe. But 
it is very green yet, if I am not mistaken ; and be- 
sides, there is a great, deal of coal to use up, which I 
csLtmot bring myself to think was made for nothing. 
If certain things, which seem to me essential to a 
znillennium, "bad come to pass, I should have been 
fiij^btened ; but they haven't Perhaps you would 
like to hear my 



LATTER-DAY WARNINGa 

When legislators keep the law, 
When banks dispense with bolts and lockj, 

When berries, whortlo-^rasp— and straw- 
Grow bigger doumwards through the boZ|— > 

When he that selleth house or land 
Shows leak in roof or flaw in right,— 

When haberdashers choose the stand 
Whose window hath the broadest lights— 

When preachen tell us all thej think, 
And party leaders all thej mean, — 

When what we paj for, that we drink. 
From real grape and cofl*eo-bean,-« 
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When lawyers take what thej would give. 
And docton gire what thcjr would take^*- 

When city fatlien eat to live, 
Save when they fast for conscicnoe' sake,— 

When one that hath a horse on sale 

Shall bring his merit to the proo^ 
Without a lie for every nail 

That holds the iron on the hoof^— 



^ When in the usual place for rips 



Our gloves are stitched with special cai^ 
And guarded well the whalebone tips 



) Where first umbrellas need repair,-* 

When Cuba's weeds have quite foi^ 
The power of suction to resist. 

And claret-bottles harbor not 
Such dimples as would hold your fitt^^ 



When publishers no longer steal. 

And pay for what they stole before^^ 

When the first locomotive's wheel 
Bolls through the Hoosac tunnel's bora 



Till then let Gumming blaxe away, 
And Miller's saints blow up the globe ; 

But when you see that blessed day. 
Then order your ascenaon robe I 

Tlie company seemed to like the Terses, and I 

^ promised them to read others occasionally^ if they 

had a mind to hear them. Of coarse they would 
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not expect it every morning. Neither must the reader 
suppose that all these things I have reported were 
said at any one breakfast-time. I have not taken the 
trouble to date them, as Raspail, pere^ used to date 
every proof he sent to the printer ; but they were 
scattered over several breakfasts ; and I have said a 
good many more things since, which I shall very 
possibly print some time or other, if I am urged to 
do it by judicious friends. 

I finished off with reading some verses of my friend 
the Professor, of whom you may perhaps heat more 
by and by. The Professor read them, he told me, at 
a farewell meeting, where the youngest of our great 
Historians met a few of his many friends at their 
invitation. 



Yks, we knew we most lose him, — ^though friendsliip maj claim 
To blend her green leavee with the laurels of fame ; 
TboQgh fondlj, at parting, we call him our own, 
lis the whisper of lore when the bogle has blown. 

Am the rider that rests with the spar on his heel,-» 
As the guardsman that sleeps in his corselet of steel,— 
As the archer that stands with his shaft on the string, 
lie stoops from his toil to the garland we bring. 

What pictnres jet slumber unborn in his loom 

Till their warrion shall breathe and their beauties shall bloom, 

While the Upestry lengthens the life-glowing djes 

Xlittt esoght from oar sunsets the stain of their skies I 
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In the alcovci of death, m the chameli of t-'me, . * 

Where flit the gaunt ipct^tret of pa^on aod crima, 
There are triumph) untold, there an martjrra anaung, 
There are heroci yet eileiit to (peak inth hli longiM I 

Let tu hear the proud itoiy which time hai bequeathed 

From lip* that aro warm with the freedom thejr breathed 1 

Let him lumoioo iti tjrranta, and tell ut their doom, 

Though he (weep the btack part like Van Tronp with hie imam I 



The dream Saehet hj, for the we«t^windi awake 
On pampaa, on prairie, o'er mountain and lake, 
To batbe the iwifl bark, like a tea-^nllod (hrioe. 
With incenie thej' Mole irom the roae and the pat. 

So fill a bright cup with the ranligbt that gnihed 
AVhen the dead mmmer'a jewel* w«ro trampled and cnuhed : 
Thx tbux Kniout of Lkarnino, — the world hold* him detr^ 
Lore Uen him, Joy ctown him, God *peed hi* careerl 



IL 

I REALLY believe some people save their bngbi 
thoughts, as being too precioas for coDveteatioiL 
What do yon think aa admiring inend said the 
other day to one that was talking good things, — 
good enough to print ? " Why," said he, " you an 
wasting mechantable titeratuie, a cash article, at 
the rate, as nearly as I can tell, of fifty dollars ao 
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honr.** The talker took bim to the window and 
asked him to look out and tell what he saw. 

' Nothing bat a very dusty street," he said, ^ and 
a roan driving a sprinkling-machine through it." 

** Why don't you tell the man be is wasting that 
water f What would be the state of the highways 
of life, if we did not drive our thought^spritikUrt 
through them with the valves open, sometimes ? 

^ Besides, there is another thing about this talking, 
'which you forget. It shapes our thoughts for us ; — 
the waves of conversation roll them as the surf rolls 
the pebbles on the shore. Let me modify the image 
a little. I rough out roy thoughts in talk as an artist 
models in clay. Spoken language is so plastic,— 
you can pat and coax, and spread and shave, and 
rub out, and fill up, and stick on so easily, when 
you work that soft material, tha^ there is nothing 
like it for modelling. Out of it come the shapes 
which you turn into marble or bronze in your im- 
mortal books, if you happen to write such. Or, to 
use another illustration, writing or printing is like 
shooting with a rifle; you may hit your reader's 
mind, or miss it ; — but talking is like playing at a 
mark with the pipe of an engine ; if it is within 
reach, and you have time enough, you can't help hit- 
ting it." 

The company agreed that this last illustration was 
of superior excellence, or, in the phrase used by them, 
•' Fust-rate." I acknowledged the compliment, but 
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gently rebuked the expression. " Fust-rate,** " prime,** 
« a prime article," •* a superior piece of goods,** " a 
handsome garment,*' " a gent in a flowered vest,**^ 
all such expressions are finaL They blast the lineage 
of him or her who utters them, for generations up 
and down. There is one other phrase which will 
soon come to be decisive of a man*s social staiuSf if 
it is not already : ^ That tells the whole story.** It 
is an expression which vulgar and conceited people 
particularly affect, and which well-meaning ones, who 
know better, catch &om them. It is intended to 
stop all debate, like the previous question in the 
General Court Only it doesn't; simply because 
^Hhat" does not usually tell the whole, nor one half 
of the whole story. 

— -—It is an odd idea, that almost all our people 
iiave had a professional education. To become a 
doctor a man must study some three years and hear 
a thousand lectures, more or less. Just how much 
study it takes to make a lawyer I cannot say, but 
probably not more than this. Now most decent 
people hear one hundred lectures or sermons (dis- 
courses) on theology every year, — and this, twenty, 
thirty, fifty years together. They read a great many 
religious books besides. The clergy, however, rarely 
hear any sermons except what they preach them* 
selves. A dull preacher might be conceived, there« 
fore, to lapse into a state of quasi heathenism, simply 
for want of religious instruction. And on the otlier 
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hand, an attentive and intelligent bearer, listening to 
a snccewon of wise teachersi might become actually 
better educated in theology than any one of them. 
We arc all theological students, and more of us qual* 
ified as doctors of divinity than have received d^ 
grees at any of the universities. 

It is not strange, therefore, that very good people 
should oflen find it difficult, if not impossible, to keep 
their attention fixed upon a sermon treating feebly a 
subject which they have thought vigorously dbout for 
years, and heard able men discuss scores of times. I 
have often noticed, however, that a hopelessly dull dis- 
course acts inductively J as electricians would say, in 
developing strong mental currents. I am ashamed 
to think with what accompaniments and variations 
and fiorilure I have sometimes followed the droning 
of a heavy speaker, — not willingly, — for my habit is 
reverential,-*but as a necessary result of a slight con- 
tinuous impression on the senses and the mind, which 
kept both in action without furnishing the food they 
required to work upon. If you ever saw a crow with 
a king-bird after him, you will get an image of a dull 
speaker and a lively listener. The bird in sable plum- 
age flaps heavily along his straight-forward course, 
while the other sails round him, over him, under him, 
leaves him, comes back again, tweaks out a black 
feather, shoots away once more, never losing sight 
of him, and finally reaches the crow's perch at the 
same time the crow does, having cut a perfect laby* 
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rinth of loops and knots and spirals while the slow 
fowl was painfully working from one end of bis 
straight line to the other. 

[I think these remarks were received rather coolly 
A temporary boarder from the country, consisting of 
a somewhat more than middle-aged female, with a 
parchment forehead and a dry little ^ frisette " shin* 
gling it, a sallow neck with a necklace of gold beads, 
a black dress too rusty for recent grief and contours 
in basso-rilievo, left the table prematurely, and was 
reported to have been very virulent about what I 
said. So I went to my good old minister, and re- 
peated the remarks, as nearly as I could remember 
them, to him. He laughed good-naturedly, and said 
there was cont^iderable truth in them. He thought 
he could tell when people's minds were wandering, 
by their looks. In the earlier years of his minbtry 
he had sometimes noticed this, when he was preach- 
ing ; — ^very little of late years. Sometimes, when bis 
colleague was preaching, he observed this kind of 
inattention; but after all, it was not so very un- 
natural. I will say, by the way, that it is a rule I 
have long followed, to tell my worst thoughts to my 
minister, and my best thoughts to the young people 
I talk with.] 

^I want to make a literary confession now, 

which I believe nobody has made before me. You 
know very well that I write verses sometimes, be« 
cause I have read some of them at this table. (The 

%* 
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company asBcnted^— tvo or three of them in a re< 
Bigned Bort of way, as I thought, as if tfaey supposed 
I had an epic in my pocket, and was going to read 
half a dozen books or so for their benefit.} — I con* 
tinned. jOf coarse I write some lines or passages 
which are better than others; some which, compared 
vith the others, might be called relatively excellent 
It is in the nature of things that I should consider 
these relatively excellent lines or passages as abso- 
lutely good. So much most be pardoned to human- 
ity. Now I never wrote a ** good " line in my life, 
but the moment after it was written it seemed a 
bandred years old. Very commonly I bad a sudden 
conviction that I had seen it somewhere. Possibly I 
may have sometimes unconsciously stolen it, but I 
do not remember that I ever once detected any biti- 
.torical truth in thcw sudden convictions of the an- 
tiquity of my new thought or phrase. I have learned 
utterly to dlatnist them, and never allow tbem to 
bully me out of a thought or line. 

This is the philosophy of it (Here the number 
of the company was diminished by a small seces- 
sion.) Any new formula which suddenly emerged 
in our consciousness has its roots in long trains of 
thought; it is virtually old when it first makea its 
appearance among the recognized growths of oui 
intellect Any crystalline group of musical words 
has had a long and still period to form in. Here ia 
one theory 
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But there is a larger law which perhaps compre* 
bends these facts. It is this. The rapidity with 
which ideas grow old in our memories is in a direct 
ratio to the squares of their importance. .Their ap* 
parent age runs up miraculously, like the value of 
diamonds, as they increase in magnitude. A great 
calamity, for instance, is as old as the trilobites an 
hour after it has happened It stains backward 
through all the leaves we have turned over in the 
book of life, before its blot of tears or of blood is dry 
on the page we are turning. For this we seem to 
have lived ; it was foreshadowed in dreams that we 
leaped out of in the cold sweat of terror; in the 
'< dissolving views " of dark day-visions ; all omens 
pointed to it; all paths led to it After the tossing 
half-forgetfulness of the first sleep that follows such 
an event, it comes upon us afresh, as a surprise, at 
waking ; in a few moments it is old again,— old as 
eternity. 

[I wish I had not said all this then and there. I 
might have known better. The pale schoolmistress, 
in hec mourning dress, was looking at me, as I no- 
ticed, with a wild sort of expression. All at once 
the blood dropped out of her cheeks as the mercury 
drops from a broken barometer^tube, and she melted 
away from her seat like an image of snow ; a slung* 
shot could not have brought her down better. God 
forgive me ! 

After this little episode, I continued, to some few 
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that remained bolanciiig teaspoona on the edges of 
caps, twirling luiires, or tilting apoa the hind legs of 
their chairs until their beads reached the wall, where 
they left grataitons advertisements of various popa- 
lar cosmetics.] 

WbeB a person is suddenly throat into any strange, 
new powtion of trial, be finds the place fits him as 
if he had been measured for it He has committed 
B great crime, for instance, and is sent to the State 
PriM>D. Tbe traditions, prescriptions, limitations, 
privileges, all the sharp conditions of bis new life, 
stamp themselves upon his consciousness as tbe 
signet on soft wax ; — a single pressure is enough. 
Let me strengthen tbe image a Ultle. Did you ever 
happen to see that most soft-spoken and velvet- 
handed steam-engine at tbe Mint? Tbe smooth 
piston slides backward and forward as a lady might 
slip her delicate finger in and out of a ring. The 
engine lays one of its fingers calmly, but firmly, upon 
a bit of metal ; it is a coin now, and will remember 
that touch, and tell a new race about it, when the 
date Qpon it is crosted over with twenty centuries. 
So it is that a great sUent-moving misery puts a new 
stamp on us in an boor or a moment,— as sharp an 
impression as if it had taken bajf a lifetime to en- 
grave it 

It is awful to be in the bands of the wholesale 
professional dealers in misfortune ; undertakers and 
jailers msgnetize you in a moment, and yon pass 
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out of the individual life you were living into the 
rhythmical movements of their horrible machinery. 
Do the worst thing you can, or sufTer the worst that 
. can be thought of, you find yoorself in a category of 
humanity that strRtches back as far as Cain, and 
with an expert at your elbow who has studied your 
case all oat beforehand, and is waiting for you with 
bis implements of hemp or mahogany. I believe, if 
a man were to be burned in any of our cities to- 
morrow for heresy, there would bo found a master 
of ceremonies that knew just how many fagots were 
necessary, and the best way of airan^^ng the whole 
matter. 

So we have not won the Goodwood cup ; oit 

cotUraire, we were a " bad fifth," if not worse than 
that ; and trying it again, and the third time, has not 
yet bettered the matter. Now I am as patriotic as 
any of my fellow-citizens, — too patriotic in fact, for I 
have got into hot water by loving too much of my 
country ; in short, if any man, whose fighting weight 
is not more than eight stone four pounds, disputes 
it, I am ready to discuss the point with him. I 
should have gloried to see the stars and stripes ia 
front at the finish. I love my country, and I love 
hones. Stubbs's old mezzotint of Eclipse hang^ over 
my desk, and Hetring's portrait of Plenipotentiary, 
—whom I saw run at Epsom, — over my fireplace 
Did I not elope from school to see Bevfnge, and 
Prospect, and Little John, and Peacemaker ma over 
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the laee^oorsc where now yon snburbao village 
fioarufhea, in the year eighteen hundred and ever-so- 
few? Though I never owned a horse, have I not 
been the proprietor of six equine females, of which 
one was the prettiest little " Morgln " that ever 
stepped 7 Listen, then, to an opinion I have often 
expressed long before this Tentnre of ours in England. 
- Horse-rocu^ is not a republican institution ; horse- 
iroUing is. Only very rich persons can keep race* 
horses, and everybody knows they are kept mainly 
aa gambling implements. All that matter about 
blood and speed we wont discuss; we understand 
all that ; useful, very, — of course, — great obligations 
to the Godolpbin " Arabian," and tlie rest I say 
racing horses are essentially gambling implements, 
as much as roulette tables. Now I am not preach- 
ing at this moment; I may read you one of my 
sermons some other nioniing; bat I maintain that 
gambling, on the great scale, is not republican. It 
belongs to two phases of society, — a cankered over- 
civilization, such as exists in rich aristocracies, and ' 
the reckless life of borderers and adventurers, or the 
semi-barbarism of a civilization resolved into its 

\ primitive elements. Real Bepoblicanism is stern 
and severe ; its essence is not in forms of govern- 
y ment, but in the omnipotence of public opinion 
^ t which grows out of it This public opinion cannot 
prevent gambling with dice or stocks, bat it can and 
does compel it to keep comparatively quiet. Bat 
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horse-r&cing is tfae inoet public way of gambling, 
aod with all its immense attractiotifl to the sense and 
the feelings, — to which I plead very Bnsccptiblc, — thu 
disguise is too thin that coven it, and everybody 
knowa what it means. Its supporters are the South- 
ern gentry, — 6ae fellows, no doubt, but not lepubli* 
cans exactly, as we understand the termy— a-few 
Northern millionnaires more or less thoroughly mil- 
lioned, who do not represent the real people, and the 
mob of sporting men, the best of whom arc com- 
monly idlers, and the worst very bad neighbors to 
have near one in a crowd, or to meet in a dark alley. 
In England, on the other hand, with its aristocratic 
institutions, racing is a natural growth enough ; the 
passion for it spreads downwards through all claasea, 
from the Queen to the costcrmooger. London is 
like a shelled corn-cob on the Derby day, and there 
is not a clerk who could raise the money to hire a 
saddle with an old hack under it that can sit down 
on his o/Ece-stool the next day without wincing. 

Now just compare the racer with the trotter for a 
moment The racer is incidentally use^il, but essen- 
tially something to bet upon, as much as the thim- 
ble-rigger's " little joker." The trotter is essentially 
and daily useful, and only incidentally a toot for 
sporting men. 

What better reason do yoa want for the fact that 
the racer is most cultivated and reaches bis greatest 
perfection in Bngland, and that the trotting horses 
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of America beat the world ? And why ahonld we 
aave expected that the pick — if it was the pick— of 
oar few and far-between racing stables should beat 
the pick of England and France? Throw over the 
. fallacious time-test, and there was nothing to show 
lix it but a natural land of patriotic feeling, which 
we all have, with a thoroughly provincial conceit, 
which some of as most plead guilty to. 

We may beat yet As an American, I hope we 
shalL As a moralist and occasional sermonizer, 1 
am not so anxious about it. Wherever the trotting 
norae goes, he carries in bis train brisk onmibuses, 
lively bakers' carts, and therefore hot rolls, the jolly 
butcher's wagon, the cheerful gig, the wholesome 
afternoon drive with wife and child, — all the forms 
of moral excellence, except truth, which does not 
agree with any kind of horse-flesh. The racer brings 
with htm gambling, cursing, swearing, drinking, the 
eating of oysters, and a distaste for mob-caps and 
the middle-aged virtues. 

And by the way, let me beg you not to call a trot- 
tiitff match a race, and not to speak of a " thorough- 
bred" as a** i^rnxfed" horse, unless he has been re- 
cently phlebotomized. I consent to your saying 
" blood horse," if you like. Also, if, next year, we 
■end out Posterior and Posterioress, the winners of 
the great national four-mile race in 7 18|, and they 
happen to get beaten, pay your bets, and behavtt lihs 
men and gentlemen about it, if you luiow how. 
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[I felt a great deal better after blowing off the ill- 
temper coiiJensed in the above paragraph. To brag 
little, — ^to show well, — ^to crow gently, if in luck,— 
to pay up, to own up, and to shut up, if beaten, arc 
the virtues of a sporting man, and I can't say that I 
think we have shown them in any great perfection 
of late.] 

Apropos of horses. Do you know how im- 
portant good jockeying is to authors? Judicious 
management ; letting the public see yOur animal just 
enough, and not too much; holding him up hard 
when the market is too full of him ; letting him out 
at just the right buying intervals; always gently 
feeling his mouth ; never slacking and never jerking 
the rein ; — this is what I mean by jockeying. 

When an author has a number of books out 

a cunning hand will keep them all spinning, as Sig- 
ner Blitz does his dinner-plates ; fetching each one 
up, as it begins to '^ wabble," by an advertisementi 
a puff, or a quotation. 

Whenever the extracts from a living writer 

begin to multiply fast in the papers, without obvious 
reason, there is a new book or a new edition coming. 
The extracts are ground'baU. 

Literary life is full of curious phenomena. I 

don't know that there is anything more, noticeable 
than what we may call conventional reptiUUions. 
There is a tacit understanding in every community 
of men of letters that they will not disturb the pop- 
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nlv 'fallacy lespecting this or that electro-gilded ce- 
lebrity. There are Tarioas reasoos for this forbear 
mace: one ia old; one is rich; one is good-natured; 
one is snch a favorite with the pit that it would not 
be safe to hiss him firom the manager's box. The 
▼eoeiable aogars of the literary or scientific temple 
may smile faintly when one of the tribe is men* 
tioned ; bat the force is in general kept np as well as 
I the Cbioese comic scene of entreating and imploring 
I a man to stay with yon, with the implied compact 
j between yoa that he shall by no means think of 
doing it A poor wretch he mast be who would 
I wantonly sit down on one of these banJbox reputa- 
tions. A Prince-Rupert'sHJrop, which is a tear of 
anannealed glass, lasts indefinitely, if yoa keep it 
from meddling hands ; bat break its tail off, and it 
explodes and resolves itself into powder. These 
celebrities I speak of are the Frince-Rupert's-drops 
of the learned and pofit<. world. See how the papers 
treat them ! What an array of pleasant kaleido- 
scopic phrases, which can be arranged in ever so 
many charming patterDs, is at their service \ How 
kind the " Critical Notices " — where small author* 
ship comes to pick ap chips of praise, fragrant, sug- 
ary, and sappy — always are to them I Well, life 
would be nothing without paper-credit and other fic- 
tions; so let them pass current Don't steal their 
chips; dooHponctare their swimming-bladders ; don't 
eome down on their pasteboard boxes ; don't break 
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tbe ends oi their brittle and anstable repatatioDs, 
you fellows who all feel sure that your names wiV 
be household words a thousand years firom nov.' 

" A thoosand years is a good whUei" said tbe old 
gentleman who sits opposite, thoughtfully. 

Where have I been for the lest three or four 

days? Down at the Island, deer-shooting. — How 
many did I bag? I brought home one buck shot — 
Tbe Island is where ? No matter. It is the most 
splendid domain that any man looks upon in thesa 
latitudes. Blue sea around it, and running up into 
its heart, so that the little bpat slumbers like a baby 
in lap, while tbe tall ships are stripping naked to 
fight the hurricane outside, and storm-stay-sails bang- 
ing and flying in ribbons. Trees, in btretches of 
miles ; beeches, oaks, most numerous ; — many o^ 
them hung with moss, looking like bearded Druids; 
some coiled in the clasp of huge, dark-stemmed 
grape-vines. Open patches where tbe sua gets in 
and goes to sleep, and the winds come so finely 
sifted that they are as soft as swan's down. Bocks 
scattered about, — Stone hengc-Uke monoliths. Fresh* 
water lakes ; one of them, Mary's lake, orystal-clear, 
full of flashing pickerel lying under the lily-pads like 
tigers in the jungle. Six pounds of ditto killed one 
morning for breakfast. Eao/ecU. 

The divinity-student looked as if he would like to 
question my Latin. No, sir, I said, — ^you need not 
trouble yourself. There is a higher law in grammar. 
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not to be pot down b; Aodrewa and Stoddard. 
Then I went on. 

Sach hospitality as that island has seen there hai 
not bc<») the like of in these oar New England sot* 
ereignties. There is nothing in the shape of kind< 
ness and courtesy that can make life beautiful, wbidi 
has not found its home in that ocean-principality. 
It has welcomed all who were worthy of welcome 
from the pale clergyman who came to breathe the 
■ sea-air with its medicinal salt and iodine, to the 
great statesman who turned his back on the aflaiia 
of empire, and smoothed bis Olympian forehead, 
and flashed his white teeth in merriment over the . 
long table, where his wit was the keenest and his 
story the best 

[I don't believe any man ever talked like that in 
this world. I don't t>elieve / talked just so ; but the 
fact is, in reporting one's conversation, one cannot 
help Blaif-'ing it up more or less, ironing out crumpled 
paragraphs, starching limp ones, and crimping and 
plaiting a little sometimes ; it is as natural as prink* 
ing at the looking-glass.] 

How can a man help writing poetry in sach 
a place? Everybody does write poetry that goes 
there. In the state archives, kept in the library of 
the liord of the Isle, are whole volumes of unpub- 
liahed verse, — some by well-known hands, and others 
qaite as good, by the last people you would think of 
aa veisifiersf — men who could pension off all the 
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genuine poets in the country, and buy ten acres of 
Boston common, if it was for sale, with what tboy 
had left Of course I had to write my little copy of 
verses with the rest; here it is, if you will hear me 
read it When the sun is in the west, vessels sail- 
ing in an easterly direction look bright or dark to 
one who observes them from the north or south, 
according to the tack they are sailing upon. Watch- 
ing them from one of the windows of the great 
mansion, I saw these perpetual changes, and mar* 
alized thus : — 

SUN AND SHADOW, 

t 

Afl I look from the isle, o*er its billows of green, 

To the billows of foam-crested blue, 
Yon bark, that afar in the distance is seen, 

Half dreaming, my eyes will pursue : 
Now dark in the shadow, she scatters the ipray 

As the chafT in the stroke of the flail ; 
Now white as the sea-gull, she flies on her way, 

The sun gleaming bright on her saiL •, 

Yet hor pilot is thinking of dangers to shun,<« 

Of breakers that whiten and roar; 
How little he cares, if in shadow or sun 

They see him that gaze from the shore 1 
He looks to the beacon that looms from the roef^ 

To the rock that is under his lee, 
As he drifb on the blast, like a wind-waded le«( 

0*er the giilfs of the desolate sea. 
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Thn* drifting afar to the dim-TAuIted mvm 

Where life Knd ili TCnturei are laid, 
Tbe dreamen wbo gace while we battle the wavea 

Uajr tee w in nintbine or (hade ; 
Tet tnie to oar conrae, though our ihadov grow daifc| 

We'll trim ogr broad lail •« before, 
And itaiid by the rudder that goTemi the bail^ 

Nor Bik bow we look from the ibore I 
— — laaanity is often the lo^c of an accurate mind 
overtasked. Good mental machinery ought to break 
ita own wheels and levers, if anything is thnut among 
them suddenly which tends to stop them or reverse 
their motion. A weak mind does not accumulate 
force enongh to hurt itself; stupidity often saves a 
man from going mad. We frequently see persons in 
inBane hospitale, sent there in consequence of what 
are called religiout mental disturbances. I confess 
that I think better of them than of many who hold 
tbe same notions, and keep their wits and Bp]>ear to 
enjoy life very well, outside of the asylums. Any 
decent person ought to go mad, if be really holds 
' such or Boch opinions. It is very macb to his dis- 
credit in every point of view, if he does not What 
ia the use of my saying what some of these opinion! 
are 7 Perhaps more than one of you bold such as I 
should think ought to send you straight over to 
Somervillc, if you have any logic in your heads oi 
any human feeling in your hearts. Anything that is 
brutal, cruel, heathemsh, that makes life hopeless for 
the most of mankind [uid perhaps for entire races,— 
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aaything that assumes the necessity of the extenni- \ 
nation of instincts which were givea to be regulated, 1 
—no matter by what name you call it,— no matter { 
whether a fakir, or a mouk, or a deacon believes it, \ 
t — if received, ought to produce insanity ia every { 
well-regulated mind. That condition becomes a \ 
normal one, under the 'circumstances. I am very 
much ashamed of some people for retaining their 
reason, when they know perfectly well that if they 
were not the modt stupid or the most selfish of hu- i 
man beings, they would become non-compotei at once. ' 

[Nobody understood this but the theological stu- 
dent and the schoolmistress. They looked intelli- 
gently at each other; but whether they were thinking 
about my paradox or not, I am not .clear. — It would 
be natural enough. Stranger things have happened. 
Love and Death enter boarding-houses without ask- 
ing the price of board, or whether there is room for 
them. Alas, these young people are poor and pallid! 
Love should be both rich and rosy,1)ut mtat be either 
rich or rosy. Talk about military duty! What is 
that to the warfare of a married maid-of-fdl-work, ; 
with the title of mistress, and en American female \ 
constitution, which collapses just in the middle third \ 
of liic, and comes out vulcanized India-rubber, if it ! 
ba|)pen to live through the period when health and 
strength are most wanted ?] 

Ha/e I ever acted in private theatricals T 

Often. I have played the part of the " Poor Oeatlo< 
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tnao," before a great many audicDcee, — more, I tnut 
than I sbaJl ever face again. I did not wear a at&ge* 
costame, nor a wig, nor moustaches of burnt cork * 
bot I was placarded and announced as a public per- 
fonner, end at the proper hoar I came forward with 
the ballct^ncei's smile upon my coantehance, and 
made my bow and acted my part I have seen my 
name stuck ap in letters so big that I was ashamed 
to show myself in the place by daylight I hare 
gone to a town with a sober literary essay In my 
pocket, and seen myself everywhere announced aa 
the most desperate of Ifuffoi, — one who was obliged 
to restrain himself in the fuU exercise of his powers, 
iioro prudential considerations. I have been through 
as many hardships as Ulysses, in the pursuit of my 
bUtnonic vocation. I have travelled in cars until the 
conductors all knew me like a brother. I have ran 
ofT the rails, and stuck all night in snow-drifts, and 
sat behind females that would have the window open 
when one could hot wink without his eyelids freez- 
ing together. Perhaps I shall give you some of my 
expenences one of these days; — I will not now, for 
I have something else for you. 

Private theatricals, as I have figured in them in 
country lyceara-halls, are one thing, — and private 
tbeatricals, as they may be seen in certain gilded and 
frescoed saloons of our metropolis, are another. Yes, 
it ia pleasant to see real gentlemen and ladies, who 
do not think it necessary to moutb, and rant, and 
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stride, like most of our stage heroes and heroines, in 
the characters which show off their graces and talents ; 
most of all to see a fresh, nnrouged, unspoiled, high 
bred young maiden, with a lithe iGgure, and a pleas- 
ant voice, acting in those love-dramas which make 
us young again to look upon, when real youth and 
beauty will play them for us. 

• Of course I wrote the prologue I was ac^ked 

to write. I did not see the play, though. I knew 
there was a young lady in it, and that somebody was 
in love with her, and she was in love with him, and 
somebody (an old tutor, I believe) wanted to inter- 
fere, and, very naturally, the young lady was too 
sharp for him. The play of course ends charmingly ; 
there is a general reconciliation, and all concerned 
form a line and take each others' hands, as people 
always do after they have made up their quarrels, — 
and then the curtain falls,— if it does not stick, as it 
commonly does at private theatrical exhibitions, in 
which case a boy is detailed to pull it down, which 
he does, blushing violently. 

Now, then, for my prologue. I am not going to 
change my csesuras and cadences for anybody; so 
if you do not like the heroic, or iambic trimeter 
brachy-catalectic, you had better not wait to hear it. 

THIS IS rr. 

A Prologae ? Well, of coarse the Udiei know ;— 
I hare mj doubu. No matter,— here we go I 
I 
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WLat ii a PiokigiM 7 Let oar Tolor tMch : 
Pr» aean* befbrehand ; logo* Msadi for ipcech. 
^^ Eke the hai7>er** prelnde on tha ttringa, 
IW prink donoa'f courtca^ ere the Hup}— 
I^ologna in metra an to otber pnm 



" TW werliri & ftagt,'—M Shakipeare uid, on* day; 

Tbe fti^ a vorld — wa* what ba meaDt to $tf, 

Tha ODtada wOfttTi a blunder, tluU it clear; 

TW md worid that Natnro nteaut U bar*. 

Het« erery foundling Gnda its loat manuna; 

£ark TogiM, repentant, mcltahii itpni papa; 

Uoera relent, tbe ipendtbrift't debt* are paid, 

Tbe cheatj are taken in the [rapt thcj laid; 

One aAer one tbe troubles all are past 

Till tbe Sfib act comes rigbt aide up at last, 

WbcD ibo f oang couple, oM folks, rogues, and all, 

Join hands, m happj at the curtain's falL 

— Ilcn suffering virtue ever Rnds rcliei) 

And black-browed rulGans alvajrs come to grief, 

— ^Vben tbe lorn dimsei, with a frantic screoch, 

And cbeeks as hnelcss as a brand^-pt- 'b, 

Cries, " Help, kj-ind Heaven ! " and drops upon her kneei 

On Um green — baize, — beneath tbe (canvas) trees, — 

See to bar side avcnpng Valor Oy : — 

•■ Ila 1 Villain 1 Draw 1 Now, Terraltorr, jieW or die 1 ' 

— AVben Um poor hero Oounden in despair, 

IJOOM dear lost uncle turns up millionnaire,— 

Clasp* the jwing atapegrace with patem.il joj, 

&.litoa bisneck, "i/jit.// MybotII MYBOYIII". 

Onrs, then, sweet friends, the real world to-o!gbt 
Of lova (bat cooquen in disaatar'i spile. 
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Ladies, attend I Wliile woful cares and doubt 
Wrong the soft passion in the world without, 
Though fortune scowl, though prudence interfere, 
One thing is certain : Love will triumph here I 

Lords of creation, whom your hidies rule,— 

The world's great masters, when you're out of ichool^-* 

Learn the brief moral of our evening's play: 

Man has his will, — but woman has her way I 

While man's dull spirit toib in smoke and fire. 

Woman's swift instinct threads the electric wire,— 

Tlio magic bracelet stretched bcncatli the waves 

Beats the black giant with his score of slaves. 

All earthly powers confess your sovereign art 

But that one rebel, — woman's wilful heart 

All foes you master ; but a woman's wit 

Lets daylight through you ere you know youVe hit 

So, just to picture what her art can do, 

Hear an old story made as good as new. 

Rudolph, professor of the headsman's trade, 
Alike was famous f<^r his arm and blade. ~^ 

One day a prisoner Justice had to kill 
Knelt at the block to test the artist's skilL 
fiare-armcdf swart-visaged, gaunt, and shaggy-hrowedy 
Rudolph the headsman rose above the crowd. 
His falchion lightened with a sudden gleam, 
As the pike's armor flashes in the stream. 
Ho sheathed his blade ; he turned as if to go ; 
The victim knelt, still waiting for the blow. 
•* Why strikest not ? Perform thy munlerous act,* 
The prisoner said. (His voice was slightly cracked.) 
p ^ Friend I have struck," the artist straight replied; 
** Wait but one moment, and yourself decide." 
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He beld his touflr-boz, — ^ Now then, if 70a please I * 
The prisoDer.sDiflTed, and, with a crashing sneeze, 
Off his head tnmbled,->-bowled along the floor<— 
Boonced down the steps ^the prisoner said no more I 

Woman I thj fakhion is a jittering eje ; 
If death lurks in it, oh, how sweet to die I 
Thou takesi hearts as Rudolph took the head ; 
t We die with lore, and nSrer dream we're dead I 

The prologue went off very well, as I hear. No 
alterations were suggested by the lady to whom it 
was sent, so far as I know. Sometimes people criti- 
cize the poems one sends them, and suggest all sorts 
of improvements. Who was that silly body that 
wanted Burns to alter *^ Scots wha hae,^ so as to 
lengthen the last line, thus ? — 

** Edward I " Chains and slavery 1 

Here is a little poem I sent a short time since to a 
committee for a certain celebration. I understood 
that it was to be a festive and convivial occasion, and 
ordered myself accordingly. It seems the president 
of the day was what is called a *' teetotaller.'' I 
received a note from him in the following words, 
containing the copy subjoined, with the emendations 
annexed to it 

** Dear Sir, — your poem gives good satisfaction to 
the committee. The sentiments expressed with ref- 
erence to liquor are not, however, those generally en- 
tertained by this community. I have therefore con* 
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5\ilted the clergyman of this place, who has made 
some slight changes, which he thinks will remove all 
objeciions, and keep the valuable portions of the 
poem. Please to inform me of your charge for said 
poem. Our mean's are limited, etc, etc., etc 

** Yours with respecf 

HERE IT IS,— WITH THE SLIGHT ALTERATIONS I 
Come I fill a fresh bumpor, — for why should we go 

lo^ood 

^ While the Beetedr still reddens our cups as thcj flow? 

d«eoetioa 

Pour out the wch jui oes still bright with the sun. 



Till o*er the brimmed crystal the gubi e s shall run. 

bltl^ripened applet 
The purple gl e bed clu ft tc fs their life^ows have bled; 

tMto fngiuroriMd 

How sweet is the b r eath of the fra grfto^ the y shod I 

rank poliioiia wtmuH! 

For summer's lagt reacs lie hid in the wmes 

•tablr-bojrt mnoking long -nil 



That were garnered by maidcDs wh o laughed ihf etigb 



•cowl howl aooff 

Then a 9ia^ and*a ^k»9, and a (oaRt, and a eheeiy 

•tiyeh Dine and whUkeyi and raUbane and baar 



For all t he good wine, anil w e*yo acme of it bog e I 
In cellar, in pantr)% in attic, in hall, 

Down, iowQ, with tha tyrant that mantart nt all I 

Long live the gayflefVAnt -riiafc4aug lis fog lu all - 1 

The company said I had been shabbily treated, and 



ripr 
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adrised me to charge the committee double, — ^which 
i did. Bat as I never got my pay, I don't know that 
it made mnch difierenc& I am a very particolai 
pctaoo abont having all I write printed as I write it. 
I reqmre to see a proofs a revise, a refeviBe, and a 
double le^cviae, or foartb-proof rectified impression 
of all my prodactioDe, espedall^ verse. A misfnint 
kills a aeositive author. An intentional change of 
bis text mnrderB him. No wonder so many poeta 
die ynang! 

I have nothing more to report at this time, except 
two pieces of advice I gave to the young women at ~ 
table. One relates to a vulgarism of language, 
which I grieve to say is sometimes heard even from 
female lipK. The other is of more serious purport, 
and applies to such as contemplate a change of con- 
dition, — matrimony, in fact. 

The woman who " calc'lates " is lost 

Put not your trust in money, but pat your 

t money in trust. 



IIL 

(Thb ** Atlantic " obeys the moon, and its Luni- 
vBtSABv has come round again. I have gathered 
op some hasty notes of my remarks made since the 
last high tides, which I respectfully submit. Please 
to remember this is talk; just as easy and JQ4t as 
formal as I choose to make iL] 
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— I never saw an author in my life — savingi 
perhaps, one — that did not purr as audibly as a full* 
grown domestic cat, {Felis CcUus^ Linn.,) on having 
bis fur smoothed in the right way by a skilful hand. * 

But let me give you a caution. Be very careful 
hov- you tell an author he is drolL Ten to one he 
will hate you ; and if he does, be sure he can do you 
a mischief, and very probably will Say you cried 
over his romance or his verses, and he will love you 
and send you a copy. You can laugh over that as 
much as you like — ^in private. 

Wonder why authors and actors are ashamed 

of being funny ? — Why, there are obvious reasons, 
and deep philosophical ones. The clown knows 
very well that the women are not in love with him, 
but with Hamlet, the fellow in the black cloak and 
plumed hat Passion never laughs. The wit knows 
that his place is at the tail of a procession. 

If you want the deep underlying reason, I must 
take more time to tell it. There is a perfect con- 
sciousness in every form of wit — using that term in 
itsi general sense — ^that its essence consists in a par- 
tial and incomplete view of whatever it touches. It 
throws a single ray, separated from the rest, — ^red 
yellow, blue, or any -intermediate shade, — upon an 
object; never white light; that is the province of 
wisdom. We get. beautiful effects from wit, — all 
the prismatic colors, — but never the object as it is in ' 
(air daylight A pun, which is a kind of wit, is a 



1 
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different and much shallower trick in mental optics 
throwing the shadows of two objects so that one 
overlies the other. Poelary uses the rainbow tints 
for special effectSy but always keeps its essential ob- 
ject in the purest white light of truths— Will yon 
allow me to pursue this subject a little further ? 

[They didn't aUow me at that timci for somebody 
happened to scrape the floor with his chair just then ; 
which accidental sound, as all must have noticedi 
has the instantaneous effect that the cutting of the 
yellow hair by Iris had upon infelix Dida It broke 
the charm, and that breakfast was over.] 

•; Don't flatter yourselves that friendship au- 
thorizes you to say disagreeable things to your inti- 
mates. On the contrary, the nearer you come into 
relation with a person, the more necessary do tact 
and courtesy become. Except in cases of necessity, 
which are rare, leave your friend to learn unpleasant- 
truths from his enemies ; they are ready enough to 
tell them. Good-breeding never forgets that amour* 
propre is universal When you read the st(5ry of 
the Archbishop and Gil Bias, you may laugh, if you 
will, at the poor old man's delusion ; but don't forget 
that the youth was the greater fool of the two, and 
that his master served such a booby rightly in turn- 
ing him out of doors. 

You need not get up a rebellion against what 

* I say, if you find everything in my sayings is not 

eacactly. new. You can't possibly mistake a man 
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who means to be honest for a literary pickpockeL I 
once read an introductory lecture that looked to ni« 
too learned for its latitude. On examination, I found 
all its erudition wb8 taken ready-made from lyiaraelL 
If I had been ill-natured, I should have shown up 
the little great man, who had once belabored me in 
his feeble way. But one can generally tell these 
wholesale thieves easily enough, end they arc not 
worth the trouble of putting them in the pillory. I 
doubt the entire novelty of my remarks just made 
on telling unpleasant truths, yet I am not cons<uoiu 
of any larceny. 

Neither make too mnch of flaws and occasional 
overstatements. Some persons seem to think that 
absolute truth, in the form of rigidly stated propo- 
sitions, is all that conversation admits. This is 
precisely as if a musician should insist on having 
nothing but perfect chords and simple melodies, — do 
diminished fifths, no flat sevenths, no flourishes, on 
any account Now It is fair to cay, that, just as 
music must have all these, so conversatloa most 
have its partial truths, its embellished truths, its cz- 
•Bggerated truths. It is in its higher forms an artistio 
product, and admits the ideal element as much 
as pictures or statues. One man who is a tittle too 
literal can spoil the talk of a whole tableful of men 
of esprit. — " Yes," you say, " but who wants to hear 
fanciful people's nonsense ? Put the facts to it, and 
^cn see where it is ! " — Certainly, If a mao is too 
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fond of paradox, — if he is flighty and empty, — ^i^ 
instead of striking those fifths and seveaths, those 
harmoniotu discords, ofteo so much better than the 
twinned octaves, in the mnsic of thooght,— if, instead 
of striking these, he jan^ea the chords, stick a fact 
into him like a stiletto. Bnt remember that talking 
is one of the fine arts, — the noblest, the most impor* 
tant, aad the most difficulty-^nd that its flnent har* 
monies may be spoiled by the intnuion of a single 
harsh oote^ Therefore conversation which is sug- 
gestive rather than argumentative, which lets oat 
the most of each talker's results of thought, is com- 
monly the pleasantest and the iQOSt profitable. It is 
not easy, at the best, for two persons talking together 
to makf> the roost of each other's thongbts, ther^ are 
so many of them. 

[The company looked as if they wanted an expla- 
nation.] 

When John and Thomas, for instance, are talking 
together, it is natural enough that among the six 
there should be more or less confusion and misappre- 
beosioo. 

[Our landlady turned pale ; — no doubt she thought ■ 
there was a screw loose in my intellects, — and that 
involved the probable loss of a boarder. A severe- 
looking person, who wears a Spanish cloak and a 
■ad cheek, finted by the passions of the melodrama, 
whom I understand to be the professional ruffian of 
tbo neighboring theatre, alluded, with a certain lift- 



Three Johns. 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 59 

ing of the brow, drawing down of the corners of Iha 
mouthi and somewhat rasping voce dipeUo^ to Fal 
stafTs nine men in buckram. Everybody looked up 
I believe the old gentleman opposite was afraid I 
should seize the carving-knife ; at any rate, he slid 
it to one side, as it were carelessly.] 

I think, I said, I can make it plain to Benjamin 
Franklin here, that there are at least six personalities 
distinctly to be recognized as taking part in that 
dialogue between John and Thomas. 

' 1. The real John ; known only to his Maker. 
2. John's ideal John ; never the roal one, and often 
« very unlike him. 

I 8. Thomas's ideal John ; never the real John, nor 
[. John's John, hut of\en very unlike either. 

(\, The real Thomas. 
Three Thomases. < 2. Thomas's ideal Thomas. 

( 8. John's ideal Thomas. 

Only one of the three Johns is taxed; only one 
can be weighed on a platform-balance ; but the other 
two are just as important in the conversation. Let 
us suppose the real John to be old, dull, and ill-look- 
ing. But as the Higher Powers have not conferred 
on men the gift of seeing themselves in the true 
flight, John very possibly conceives himself to be 
youthful, witty, and fascinating, and talks from the 
point of view of this ideal. Thomas, again, believer 
him to be an artful rogue, we will say ; therefore he 
is, so far as Thomas's attitude in the conversation is 
concerned, an artful rogue, though reaily simple and 
stupid. . The same conditions apply to the three 
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Tbomases. It foUowS) that, until a man can h» 
foDpd who knows bimself as bu Maker knows bim, 
or wbo Fees himself as others see him, there must be 
at least six persons engaged in every dialogue be* 
tween twa Of these, the least important, pbilo* 
aophically speaking, is the one that we have called 
the real person. No wonder two disputants often 
get angry, when there are six of tbeim talking and 
listening all at the same time. 

[A very unphiloBOphical application of the above 
remarks was made by a yonng fellow, answering to 
tbe name of John, who sits near me at table. A 
certain basket of peaches, a rare vegetable, little 
known to boarding-houses, was on its way to me 
vid this unlettered Johannes. He appropriated the 
three that remained in the basket, remarking that 
there was just one apiece for him. I convinced 
him that his practical inference was hasty and il> 
logical, but in the mean time be had eaten the 
peaches.] 

The opinions of relatives as to a man's pow* 

ers are very commonly of litUe value ; not merely 
t>ecaiise they sometimes overrate their own flesh and . 
blood, as some may suppose ; on the contrary, they 
are quite as likely to underrate those whom they 
have grown into the habit of considering like them* 
■elves. Tbe advent of genius is like what florists 
style tbe breaking of a seedling tolip into what we 
may call high-caste colors, — ten thousand dingy 
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flowers, then one with the divine atreak; or, if yoa 
prefer it, like the coming up in old Jacob's gard'-a 
uf that most gentlemanly little froit, the sockel pear, 
which I have sometimes seen in shop-windows. It 
is a surprise, — there is nothing to account for it All 
at once we find that twice two make five. Nature 
is fond of what are called " gift-enterprises." This 
little book of life which she has given into the hands 
of its joint possessors is commonly one of the old 
story-books bound over again. Only once in a great 
while there is a stately poem in it, or its leaves are 
illuminated with the glories of art, or they enfold a 
draft for untold values signed by the millioo*fold 
millionnaire old mother herself. But strangers are 
commonly the first to find the " gift " that came with 
the Utile book. 

It may be questioned whether anything can be 
conscious of its own flavor. Whether the mask- 
deer, or the civet-cat, or even a still more eloquently 
silent animal that might be mentioned, is aware of 
any personal peculiarity, may well \m doubted. No 
man knows his own voice ; many men do not know 
their own profiles. Every one remembers Carlyle's 
famous "Characteristics" article; allow for exag- 
gerations, and there is a great deal in his doctrine of 
the self-unconsciousness of genius. It comes andcr 
the great law just stated. This incapacity of know- 
ing its own traitd is often found in the family as well 
as in the individuaL So never mind what y>tir 
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eoiuina, brothers, sistera, uncles, aunts, and the rest, 
say aboat that fine poem you have written, bat send 
it (postage-paid) to the editors, if there are any, of 
the " Atiantic," — ^which, by the way, is not so called 
because it is a notum, as some dull wits wish they 
bad said, bat are too late. 

Scientific knowledge, even in the most modest 

penons, had mingled with it a something which par- 
takes of insolence. Absolute, peremptory facts are 
bullies, and those who keep company with them are 
apt to get a bullying habit of mind ; — not of man- 
ners, perhaps ; they may be soft and smooth, but the 
smile they carry has a quiet assertion in it, such as 
the Champion of the Heavy Weights, commonly 
the bcst-natured, but not the most diffident of men, 
wears upon what he very inelegantly calls his 
** mug." Take the man, for Instance, who deals in 
the mathematical sciences. There is no elastic!^ 
in a mathematical fact ; if you bring up against it, 
It never yields a hair's breadth ; everything must go 
to pieces that comes in collision with it What the 
mathematician knows being absolute, unconditional, 
incapable of sulTering question, it should tend, in 
the nature of things, to breed a despotic way of 
thinking. So of those who deal with tlie palpable 
and often unmistakable facts of external nature ; only 
in a leu degree. Every probability — and most of 
oar common, worldng beliefs are probabilities— is 
provided with bufert at both ends, which break the 
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force of opposite opiniona clashing against it; but 
scientific certainty has no spring in it, no courtesy, 
DO possibility of yielding. All this must react pa 
the minds which handle these forms of truth. 

Oh, yon need not tell roe that Messrs. A. and 

, B. are the most gracions, unassuming people in the 
world, and yet preeminent in the ranges of science I 
am referring to. I know that as well as you. But 
mark this which I am going to say once for all : If I 
hod not force rnough to project a principle full ia 
the face of the half dozen mo^t obvious fucts which 
Rcem to contradict It, I would think only in single 
file from this day forward. A rash man, once visit- 
ing a certain noted institution nt South ■ Boston, 
ventured to express the sentiment, that man is a 
rational being. An old woman who was an attendant 
in the Idiot School contradicted the statement, and 
appealed to the facts before the speaker to disprove 
it The rash man stuck to his hasty generalization* 
notwithstanding. 

[ It is my desire to be useful to those with 

whom I am associated in my daily relations. I not 
unfrequently practise the divine art of music in com- 
pany with our landlady's daughter, who, aa I men- 
tioned before, is the owner of an accordion. Having 
myself a well-marked barytone voice of more than 
half an octave in compass, I sometimes add mj 
vocal powers to her execution of 

** Tboo, tboa tvga't io ihit boNm," 
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DOt, howerer, udIcm her mother or some other 6'^T- . 
erect female is present, to prevent misinterpretatim . 
or rrmork. I have also taken a good deal of interest 
in Benjamin Franklin, before referred to, sometimes 
called R F^ or more frequently Frank, in imitation 
of that felicitous abbreviation, combining dignity 
and convenience, adopted by some of bis bettera. 
My acqaaintance with the French language is very 
imperfect, I having never studied it anywbere but in 
Parin, which is awkward, as B. F. devotes himself to 
it with the peculiar advantage of an Alsaclan teacher. 
The boy, I tbiak, is doing well, between us, notwith* 
standing. The following is an uncorrected French 
exercise, written by this young gentleman. His 
mother thinks it very creditable to his abilities; 
though, being unacquainted with the French lan- 
guage, her judgment cannot be considered £nal. 

Le Rat dm Salons a Lecture. 
Ce nt ^ dt an aniniBl fort singuller. II a deux pattes de der- 
riira nir leaquellei il man:he, et deux pattea de dovant doot il lait 
lua^ pour teair lojoumaux. Cct animal a la peau aoire pour le 
plopart, et poHe ud ccrcle blanchitre autour de ton cou. Oo le 
tJt»Te roiu lei jouri aux diti mIoqi, ou il demeure, digere, s^il y S 
de qnn d*n» ion intcrieur, respire, lousse, eternilc, dort, ot rcnfle 
qneltiucTois, ayant toujoun le leinblant de lira. ' On no salt pa* 
•Il a une autre gite que ^IL H a I'alr d'una bCta trfts atapide, 
DaU il eM d'uno u^aoiU ct tl'une ritcaao extraordinaire quanil il 
«'agil de aaiur on journal noaTCau. Od ne wit pa* pounium il 
lit, paKtqull ne parait paa avoir del iddei. H vocalue rarcmcDt, 
BW u nraocbe, il Tail de* bmiu naiaux divera. H poilr an 
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crayon dans une de sea pocbes pectorales, avec lequel il fait dei 
marques sur les bonis des journaux et des livres, scmblable auz 
suivans: 11 !— Bah I Poob I 11 ne faut pas cepondant les prendre 
pour des si^es dlntelligcnce. II ne vole pas, ordinairement ; il 
fait rarement mdme des ecbanges de parapluie, et jamab de char- 
peau, parceque son cbapeau a toujours un caract&ro specifique. Oa 
ne salt pas au juste co dont il se nourrit Feu Cuvier ^tait d'aYit 
que e'ctait do Todeur du cuir des relluros; ce qu'on dit d'etre und 
nourrivure animate fort saine, et pea cb^re. II vit bien longtcms. 
Enfin il meure, en laissant k scs h^ritiers nne carte da Salon 4 
Lecture ou il avait exists pendant sa vie. On pretend qu*il re- 
vient toutes Ics nuits, apr^s la mort, visiter le Salon. On peat le 
voir, dit on, k minult, dans sa place babituelle, tenant le journal 
du soir, et ayant k sa main un crayon de charbon. Le lendcmaiQ 
on trouve des caract^res inconnus sur les bords du joomaL Co 
qui prouve que le spiritualisme est vrai, et que Messieura let 
Profcsseurs de Cambridge sont des imbeciles qui ne savent rien 
du tout, dtt tout 

I think this exercise, which I have not corrected, 
or allowed to be touched in any way, is not discredit- 
able to B. F. You observe that he b acquiring a 
knowledge of zoology at the same time that he is 
learning French. Fathers of families in moderate cir^ 
cumstances will find it profitable to their children, and 
an economical mode of instruction, to set them to 
revising and amending this boy's exercise. The pas^ 
sage was originally taken from the <^ Histoire Na^ 
turelle des Betes Ruminans et Rongeurs, Bipddes et 
Autres," lately published in Paris. This was trans- 
iated into English and published in London. It was 
republished at Great Pedlington. with notes and 
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additions by the Americaii editor. The notes con 
aist of an interrogatioD-mark on page 53d, and s 
reference (p. 127tb) to another book " edited " by the 
same hand. The additions consist of the editor's 
name on the title-page and back, with a complete 
and aatbentic list of said editor's honorary titles 
in the first of these localities. Oar boy translated 
the translation back into French. This may be com- 
pared with the original, to be fonnd on Shelf 13, Di- 
viuon X, of the Public Library of this metropolis.] 

rSome of yoQ boarders ask me from time to 

time why I dooH write a story, or a novel, or some- 
thing of that kind. Instead of answering each one 
of yoD separately, I will thank you to step up into 
the wholesale department for a few moments, where 
1 deal in answers by the piece and by the bale. 

That every articulately-speaking human being has 
in him stuff for one novel in three volumes duodecimo 
has long been with me a cherished belief^ It has 
been maintained, on the other hand, that many per- 
sons cannot write more than one novel, — that all 
after that are likely to be failures. — Life is so much 
more tremendous a thing in its heights and depths 
than any transcript of it can be, that all records of 
human experience are as so many bound herbaria to 
tfae innumerable Rowing, glistening, matling, breath- 
ing, fragrance-laden, poison •sucking, life-giving, 
death-d is tilling leaves and flowers of the forest and 
tba prairies. All we can do with books of human 
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experience is to make them alive again with some- 
thing boiiowed from our own lives. We can mak* 
a book alive for us jnst in proportion to its resem- 
blance in essence or in form to oar own experieni'e. 
Now an authoi^s first novel is naturally drawn, to 
a great extent, from his personal experiences ; that 
is, ia a literal copy of nature under various slight dis- 
guises. But the moment the author gets out of bin 
personality, he must have the creative power, as well 
as the narrative art and the sentiment, in order to 
tell a living etory ; and this is rare. 

Besides, there is great danger that a man's first life- 
story shall clean ^im out, so to speak, of his best 
thoughts. Moat lives, though their stream is loaded 
with sand and turbid with alluvial waste, drop a 
few golden grains of wisdom as they fiow along. 
Oftentimes a single cradling gets them all, and after 
that the poor man's labor is only rewarded by mod 
and worn pebbles. All which proves that I, ai 
an individual of the human family, could write one 
novel or story at any rate, if I would. 

Why don't I, then ? — Well, there are several 

reasons against it. In the first place, I should tell all 
my secrets, and I maintain that verse is the proper 
medium for such revelations. Rhythm and rhyme 
and the harmonies of musical language, the play of 
fancy, the fire of imagination, the flashes of passion, 
so hide the nakedness of a l)eart laid open, that 
hardly any confession, transfigured in the lamtnoaa 
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balo of poefay, Is reproached as self-exposnre. A 
beanty shows herself under the chandeliers, protected 
b; the glitter of her diamonds, with such a broad 
snowdrift of white arras and shoulders laid barp, that, 
were she unadorned and in plain calico, she would 
be oaendorable — in the opinion of the ladies. 

Again, I BID terribly afraid I should show up all 
my friends. I should like to know if all story-tellera 
do not do this ? Now I am afraid all my friends 
would not bear showing up very well ; for they have 
an average share of the common weakness of hu- 
manity, which I am pretty certain would come oat 
Of all that have told stories among us there is hard* 
iy one I can recall who has not drawn too faithfully 
some living portrait that might better have been 
spared. 

Once more, I have sometimes thought it possible 
I might be too doll to write such a story as I should 
wish to write. 

And finally, I think it very likely I shall write a 
story one of these days. Don't be surprised at any 
time, if you see me coming out with " The School- 
mistress," or " The Old Gentleman Opposite," [ Ow 
schoolmistress and our old gentleman that sits oppo 
site bad left the table before I said this.] I want mj' 
glory for writing the same discounted now, on the 
spot, if yoQ please. I will write when I get ready. 
How many people U«e on the reputation of tho rep- 
utation they might have made ! 



J 
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' 1 ^aw you smiled wbea I spoke about the - 

possibilily of ray being too dull to write a good 
storj'. I don't pretend to knov what you meant bj 
it, but I take occasion to make a remark which may 
bereafter prove of value to some among you.— When 
one of Qs who has been led by native vanity or 
seneelesB flattery to think himself or herself possessed 
of talent airives at the full and final conclusioa that 
he or she is really dull, it is one of the most tranquil- 
lizing and blessed convictions that can enter a mor- 
tal's mind. All our failures, our short-comings, our 
etfange disappointments in the effect of our efforts 
are lifted from oor bruised shoulders, end fall, like 
Christian's pack, at the feet of that Omnii^tence 
which has seen fit to deny us the pleasant gift of 
high intelligence, — with which one look may ovei> 
flow us in some wider sphere of being. 

How sweetly and honestly one said to me the 

other day, " I hate books ! " A gentleman^ — singu* 
larly free from afiectations, — not learned, of course, 
but of perfect breeding, which is often so much 
better than learning, — by no means dall, in the sense 
of knowledge of the world and society, but certainly 
not clever either in the arts or sciences, — bis com> 
pany is pleasing to all who know him. I did not 
recognize in him inferiority of literary taste half so 
distinctly as I did simplicity of character and fearicss 
acknowledgment of bis inaptitude for scbolarsbip. 
In fact, I think there are a great many gentlemen 
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Bnd others, who reail with a mark to keep their 
place, that really " haie books " but never had the 
«rit to find it out, or the manliness to own it [Entre 
»oui, I always read with a mark.] - 

We get into a way of thinking aa if what we 
call an "intcUcctoal man" was, as a matter of 
coDiae, made up of nine-tenths, or thereaboats, of 
book-learning, and one-tenth himself. Bot even if 
be is actually so compounded, he need not read 
moch. Society is a strong solution of books. It 
draws the virtue out of what is best worth reading, 
as hot water draws the strength of tea-leaves. If I 
were a jmnce, I would hire or buy a private literary 
tea-pot, in which I would steep uU the leaves of new 
books that promised well. The infusion would do 
for me without the vegetable fibre. You understand 
me ; I would have a person whose sole business 
should be to read day and night, and talk to me 
whenever I wanted him ta I know the man I 
would have: a quick-witted, out.«pokcn, incisive 
fellow; knows history, or at any rate has a shelf full 
of books aboat it, which he can nse handily, and the 
same of all useful arts and sciences; knows all the 
common plots of plays and novels, and the stock 
company of characters that are continually coming 
on in new costume ; can give you a criticism of an 
octavo in an epithet and a wink, and you can do< 
pend on it; cares for nobody except for the virtue 
there is in what be says ; delights in taking off Lig 
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wigs and professional gownsi and in the disembalm- 
ing and unbandaging of all literary mummies. Yet 
he is as tender and reverential to all. that bears the 
mark of genius, — that is, of a new influx of truth or 
beauty, — as a nun over her missaL In short, be 
is one of those men that know everything except 
how to make a living. Him would I keep on the 
square next my own royal compartment on life's 
chessboard. To him I would push up another pawn, 
in the shape of a comely and wise young woman, 
whom he would of course take — to wife. For all 
contingencies I would liberally provide. In a word, 
I would, in the plebeian, but expressive phrase, ^put 
him through " all the material part of life ; see him 
sheltered, warmed, fed, button-mended, and all that, 
just to be able to lay on his talk when I liked, — with 
the privilege of shutting it off at wilL 

A Club is the next best thing to this, strung like 
a harp, with about a dozen ringing intelligences, 
each answering to some chord of the macrocosnu 
They do well to dine together once in a while. A 
dinner-party made up of such elements is the last 
triumph of civilization over barbarism. Nature and 
art combine to charm the senses ; the equatorial zone 
of the system is soothed by well-studied artifices; 
the faculties arc off duty, and fall into their natural 
attitudes ; you see wisdom in slippers and science in' 
a short jacket. 

The whole force of conversation depends on how 
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much yoQ can take for granted, Valgar chess* 
pbyers have to play thai game out; nothing short 
of the bmtality of an actoal checkmate satisfies their 
dall apprehensions. Bat look at two masters of that 
noble game I White stands well enough, eo far aa 
yoQ can see; but Bed says, Mate in six moves ; — 
White looks,— nods; — the game-is over. Just so in 
talking with first-rate men; especially when they 
are good-natored and expansive, as they are apt to 
be at table. That blessed clairvoyance which sees 
into things without opening them,^ — that glorious 
license, which, having shut the door and driven the ' 
reporter from its key-hole, calb upon Truth, majestic 
virgin! to get off from her pedestal and drop her 
academic poses, and take a festive garland and the 
vacant place on the medivt lectut, — that carnival- 
shower of qacstiona and replies and comments, 
large axioms bowled over the mahogany like bomb- 
shells from professional mortars, and explosive wit 
dropping its trains of many-colored fire, and the 
miscbief-making rain of bon-bons pelting everybody 
that shows himself, — the pictore of a truly intelleo* 
taal banquet is one which the old Divinities might 
well have attempted to reproduce in their 

" Ob, oh, oh ! " cried the young fellow whom 

tfaey call John, — ** that is from one of your lectures ! " 

I know it,! replied, — I concede it, I confess it, 1 
proclaim it 

- ■■ Tha trail oTchsNipoat it over tbem •HI'* 
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' All lecturers, all profesaon, all schoolmasten, have 
rots and grooves in their minds into which their uon- 
versalion is perpctaally sliding. Did yoa never, in 
riding through the woods of a still June evening, 
Duddenly feel that you had passed into a warm stra- 
tQin of air, and in a minute or two strike the chill 
jycr of atmosphere beyond? Did yoa never, in 
cleaving the green waters of the Back Bay,ywhere 
the Provincial blue-noses are in the habit of beating 
the " Metropolitan " boat-clubsf — find yourself in a 
tepid streak, a narrow, local gulf-stream, a gratnitoas 
warm-bath a Uttle underdone, through which yonr 
glistening shoulders soon flashed, to bring yon back 
to the cold realities of full-sea temperature? Just 
so, in talking with any of the characters above re- 
ferred to, one not unfrequently finds a sudden change 
in the style of the conversation. The lack-lustre eye 
rayless as a Beacon-Street door-plate in August, all 
at once fills with light ; the face flings itself wide 
open like the church-portals when the bride and 
bridegroom enter ; the little man grows in stature 
before your eyes, like the small prisoner with hair on 
end, beloved yet dreaded of early childhood; yoa 
were talking with a dwarf and an imbecile, — ^yoa 
have a giant and a trumpet-tongued angel before 

you! Nothing but a streak out of a fif^-dollar 

Itcture. As when, at some unlooked-for moment,' 

the mighty fountain-column springs into the air be- 
fore the astonished passer-by, — silver-footed, dtft- 
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mond-CTowned, rainboW'Searfed, — from the boAom 
of (hat fair sheet, sacred to the hymns of qaiet batra* 
chiane at home, and the epigrams of a less amiable 
and less elevated order of reptilia in other latitudes. 

Who was that person that was so abused 
some time since for saying that in the conflict of two 
races onr sympathies naturally go with the hlgbsi? 
No matter who he was. Now look at what is going 
on in India, — a white, superior "Caucasian" race, 
against a dark-skinned, inrerior, but still " Caucasian ** 
race, — end where are English and American sympa- 
thies ? Wo can't stop to settle eJl the doubtful 
questions ; all we know is, that the brute nature is' 
sure to come out most strongly in the lower race, and 
it is the genera] law that the human side of humanity 
should treat the brutal side as it does the same nature 
in the inferior animals, — tame it or crush it. The 
India mail brings stories of women and children 
ODtraged and murdered ; the royal stronghold is in 
the hands of the babe-killers. England takes down 
the Map of the World, which she has girdled with 
empire, and makes a correction thus : D fl ijni i Dele. 
The cirilized world says, Amen. 

Do not think, because I talk to you of many 
subjects briefly, that I should not find it much lazier 
work to take each one of them and dilute it down 
to an essay. Borrow some of my old college themes 
and water my remarks to suit yourselves, as the 
Homeric heroes did with their meUu oino$, — ^that 
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black sweet, Byrapy \rine (?) which they used to 
alloy with three parts or more of the flowing stream. 
[Could It have been melastei, m Webster and bim 
provincials spell it, — or Molosta\ as dear old smat- 
tering, chattering, would-be-College-President, Cot- 
ton Mather, has it in tha •'Magnalia"! Ponder 
thereon, ye small antiquaries who make bam- 
door-fowl flights of learning in " Notes and Qoeries ! " 
— ye Historical Societies, in one of whose venerable 
triremes I, too, ascend the stream of time, while 
other handa tug at the oars! — ye Amines of poraaiti- 
cal literature, who pick up your grains of native- 
grown food with a bodkin, having gorged upon leas 

' honest fare, until, like the great minds Goethe 
speaks of, you have " made a Golgotha " of yotu 
pages \ — ponder thereon !] 

Before you go, this morning, I want to read 

you a copy of verses. Yon wiU understand by tha 
title that they are written in an imaginary character. 
I don't doubt they will fit some family-man well 
enough. I send it forth as " Oak HaU " projects a 
coat, on a priori grounds of convictioa that it will 
suit somebody. There is no loftier illustration of 
faith than this. It believes that a soul has been clad 
in flesh ; that tender parents have fed and nnrturetf 
it ; that its mysterioos eompagea or frame>woH[ has 

' survived its myriad exposures and reached the stature 
of maturity; that the Man, now self-determining, has 
given in his adhesion to the traditions and habits of 
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ibe noe Id favor of artificial clothing; that be will 
haTing all the world to choose from, select .the very 
locality where this aada<uous generalization has been 
acted opoD. It builds a garment cut to the pattern 
of an Idea, and trusts that Nature will model a ma- 
terial abape to fit it There is a prophecy in every 
•eam, and its pocketa are fall of iaspiration. — Now 
hear the Tcnea. 

THE OLD UAN DBEAMS. 
O tor oa« boar of Toothful joy I 

Give twek mj twentieth (pring I 
rd ntber Iiugh a brightJiAired bof 

Tbu reign a graf-beAnl kiogl 

US' witli the wrinkled ipoil* of age I 

AwAj wiib leuniog'f crown I 
Tear oat Ufe'i wiidom-writlen paga, 

And dub iu tropbiea down I 

One nwoient let my Ufe-blood •treani 
From bof hood'i fount of flAma I 
- (^Te me one giddj, >«eling dream 
OflifesUloTeandfamel 

—iij Utteniog angel beard tbe pn/er) 

And cabulj muliDg, uid, 
• IT I but touch thy tiWeivd bair, 

Tbj battj wiib bath iped. 

*Bnt if then notbiog in tbj track 
To bid the* fbodlj lUr, 
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While the swift seasons huny back 
To find the wishod-for day ? ** 

*-Ah, truest soul of womankind I 

AVithout thee^ what were life ? 
One bliss I cannot leave behind: 

111 take — my— precious — wife 1 

<— The angel took a sapphire pen 

And wrote in rainbow dew, 
M The man would be a boy agaioi 

And be a husband too 1 " 

— "And is there nothing yet unsaid 

Before the change appears ? 
Remember, all their giAs hare fled 

With those dissolving years 1** 

Why, yes ; for memory would recall 

My fond paternal joys ; 
I could not bear to leave them all ; 

ril take — my — girl — and — boys 1 

The smiling angel dropped his pen^^ 

'* Why this will never do ; 
The man would be a boy again, 

And be a father too I " 

And so I laughed, — my laughter woke 

The household with its noise,— 
And wrote my dream, when morning broki^ 

To please the gray-haired boys. 
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[I AM ao well pleased with mj boarding-house that 
I iotend to remain there, perhaps for yean. Of 
ooorse I shall have a great many conTersatioiu to 
repOTt, and they will necessarily be of different tone 
and on different subjects. The talks are like the 
breakfasts, — sometimes dipped toast, and sometimes 
dfy. Yoa mast take them as they come. How can 
I do what all these letters ask me to? No. 1. 
want serious and earnest thought No. 2. (letter 
smells of bad cigars) must have more jokes; wants 
me to tell a " good storey " which he has copied oat 
for me. (I suppose two letters before the word 
" good " refer to some Doctor of Divinity who told 
the sloiy.) No. 3. (in female hand) — more poetry. 
Na 4. wants something that would be of use to a 
practical man. [PraJtclicai mahn he probably pro- 
nounces it.) No. 5, (gilt-edged, sweet-scented)— 
" more sentiment," — " heart's outpourings." 

My dear friends, one and all, I can do nothing but 
report such remarks as I happen to have made at 
oar breakfast-table. Their character will depend on 
many accidents,— a good deal on the particular per 
sons in the company to whom they were addressed. 
It so happens Uiat those which follow were maiiily 
intended for the divinity-student and the school* 
miHtreas; though others, whom I need not mention, 
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8f -t fit to interfere, with more or less propriety, in 
the convcr.^ation. This b one of my privileges as a 
talker ; and of course, if I was not talking for our 
whole company, I don't expect all the readers of this 
periodical to be interested in my notes of what 
was said Still, I think there may be a few that 
will rather like this vein, — ^possibly prefer it to a live- 
lier one, — serious young men, and young women 
generally, in life's roseate parenthesis fix)m — 
years of age to inclusive. 

Another privilege of talking is to misquote^ — Of 
course it wasn't Proserpina that actually cut the yel- 
low hair, — ^but Iris, (As I have since told you) it 
was the former lady's regular business, but Dido had 
used herself ungcnteelly, and Madame d'Enfcr stood 
firm on the point of etiquette. So the bathycolpian 
Here — Juno, in Latin — sent down Iris instead. But 
I was mightily pleased to see that one of the gentle- 
men that do the heavy articles for the celebrated 
'* Oceanic Miscellany " misquoted Campbell's line 
without any excuse. " Waft us home the fnessag-e ^ 
of course it ought to be. Will he be duly grateful 
for the correction ?] 

The more we study the body and the mind« 

the more we find both to be governed, not by^ but 
according to laws, such as we observe in the larger 
universe. — You think you know all about walkitifff^^ 
don't you, now ? Well, how do you suppose your 
ower lirabg are held to your body? They are 
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socked op by two cupping Teseels, (" cotyloid "— • 
capJike-^savities,) and held there aa long as you 
live, and longer. At any rate, yoa think yoa move 
them backward and forward at such a rate as your 
will determines, don't youT On the oontrary,.tbey 
swing jnst aa any other pendalnms swing, at a fixed 
rate, detennined by their length. Yon can alter this 
by mnscnlar power, aa yoa can take hold of tho pen- 
dnlum of a clock and make it move faster or slower ; 
bat yoor ordinary gait b timed by the same mecb- 
•niBm as the movements of the solar system. 

[My Mend, the Professor, told me all this, referring 
me to certain German physiologists by the name of 
Weber for proof of the facts, which, however, he 
said he had often verified. I appropriated it to my 
own ose ; what can one do better than this, when 
one has a friend that tells him anything worth re> 
membering ? 

The Professor seems to think that man and the 
general powers of the aniverse are in partnership. 
Some one was saying that it had cost nearly half a 
million to move the Leviathan only so far as they 
had got it already. — Why, — said the Professor,— 
they might have hired an SARTHdiTAKB for less 
money!] 

Jost aa we find a mathematical role at the bottom 
of many of the bodily movements, just so thought 
may be supposed to have its regular cycles. Such 
or snch a tfaoaght oomes round periodically, in its 
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turn. Accidental suggestions, however, so far inter* 
fere with the regular cycles, that we may find them 
practically beyond our power of recognition. Take 
all this for what it is worth, but at any rate you will 
agree that there are certain particular thoughts that 
do not come up once a day, nor once a week, but 
that a year would hardly go round without your 
having them pass through your mind. Here is one 
which comes up at intervals in this way. Some one 
speaks of it, and there is an instant and eager smile 
of assent in the listener or listeners. Yes, indeed ; 
they have often been struck by it 

All at once a conviction flashes through U4 that we 
have been in the same precise circumstances as at the 
present instant^ once or many tim^s before. 

O, dear, yes ! — ^said one of the company,— every- 
body has had that feeling. 

The landlady didn't know anything about such 
notions ; it was an idee in folks' heads, she expected. 

The schoolmistress said, in a hesitating sort of 
way, that she knew the feeling well, and didn't like 
to experience it ; it made her think she was a ghost, 
sometimes. 

The young fellow whom they call John said he 
knew all about it ; he had just lighted a cheroot the 
other day, when a tremendous conviction all at once 
came over him that he had done just that same thing 
ever so many times before. I looked severely at 
him, and his countenance immediately fell— <m the 
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Hde toward vu; 1 cannot answer for the other, fol 
be can wink and langh with either half of iiis iace 
witboQt the other half's knowing it 

1 have noticed — X went on to say — the fol- 
lowing drcDinstances connected with theac sudden 
impres«oo8. First, that the condition which seems 
to be the doplicate of a former one is often very 
trivial,— one that might have presented itself a hun> 
died times. Secondly, that the impression is very 
evanescent, and that it is rarely, if ever, recalled by 
any voluntary effort, at least after any time hag 
elapsed. Thirdly, that there is a diainclination to 
record the circumstances, and a sense of incapacity 
to reproduce the state of mind in words. Fourthly, 
I have often felt that the duplicate condition bad not 
only occurred once before, but that it was familiar 
and, as it seemed, habitual Lastly, I have bad the 
same convictions in my dreams. 

How do I account for it ? — Why, there are several 
ways that I can mention, and you may take your 
choice. ~ The first is that which the young lady 
hinted at; — that these flashes are sudden recollec- 
tions of a previous existence, I don't believe that ; 
for I remember a poor student I used to know told 
me he had such a conviction one day when he was 
blacking his boots, and I can't think he hod ever 
lived in another world where they use Day and Mar- 
tin. 

Some think that Dr. WJgan's doctrine of the brain's 
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being a double organ, ita hcmiapherea working to« 
gether like the two eyes, accoants for it One of 
the bemispherea bangs fire, they aappose, and the 
small interval between the perceptions of the nimble 
and the sluggish half seems an indefinitely long 
period, and therefore the second perception appears 
to be the copy of another, ever so old. Bat even al- 
lowing the centre of perceptioD to be double, I can see 
no good reason for snpposing thia indefinite length- 
ening of the time, nor any analogy that bears it oat. 
It seems to me most likely that the coincidence of 
circumatancea ia very partial, but that we take this 
partial resemblance for identity, as we occasionally 
do resemblances of persons. A momentary posture 
of circumstances is so far like some preceding one 
that we accept it as exactly the same, jnst as we 
accost a stranger occasionally, mistaking him for a 
fi-iend. The apparent similarity may be owing per^ 
haps, quite aa much to the mental state at the time, 
aa to the outward circumstances. 

■-Here is another of these curiously recoiring 
remarks. I have said it, and heard it many times, 
and occasionally met with something like it in books, 
—somewhere in Bulwer's novels, I think, and in one 
of the works of Mr. Olmsted, I know. 

Memory, tmaffiatUioti, old sentiments and asroeio' 
tions, are more readily reached through Ute seme of 
SHBLL Wa» by almost any other channel 

Of course the particular odors which act upon 



mcb ptnoifB nuoeptibDitiM di%r^-0, yet! I will 
tdl 70D ■OOM of miiM. The smell of piotpkona ii 
one of them. Dtuing « jen or two of sdoletoenoa 
I wed to be debbliog in cbemivtry a good deal, and 
•a about that time I had my little asfdnitiont and 
paHHKH like another, MKne of tiieee tilings got mixed 
tip with eadi other: orange^doied fomee of nitrons 
add, and visions as laight aod transient ; reddening 
Titmne papnr. and Unshing cheeks) e k m ! 



bat thete is no reagcDt that will redden the &ded - 

roees ot eighteen hundred and spare them! 

But, as I was saying, phoephoroa Bres this train of 
associationB in an instant; its lamiooos Tapors with 
their penetrating odor throw me into a trance ; it 
comes to me in a doable sense ** trailing ctonds of 
glory." Only the oonfoanded Vienna matches, okna 
pkoipkor-gentck^ have worn my sensibilities a little. 
Then there is the marigold. When I was of 
smallest dimensions, and wont to lide impacted 
between the knees of fond parental pair, we would 
sometimes cross the bridge to the next village-town 
and stop opposite a low, brown, "gambrel-roofed" 
cottage. Out of it woold come one Sally, sister of 
its swarthy tenant, swarthy herself^ shady-lipped, sad- 
voiced, and, bending over her flower-bed, would 
gathet a ** posy," as she called it, for the tittle boy. 
Bally lies in the ehorchyaid with a slab of bine slate 
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I at her head, lichcD-cniuted, and leaning a little vitbiD 
j the last few years. Cottage, garden-beds, posiea, 
i grenndier-like rows of seedling onions, — stateliest of 
i vegetables,— all are gone, bat the breath of a mari- 
gold brings them all back to me. 
Perhaps the herb everlasting; the iragrant imntor- 
■■ telle of our antumn fields, has the most suggestive 
odor to me of all those that set me dreaming. I can 
hardly describe the strange thoughts and emotions 
that come to me as I inhale the aroma of its pale, 
dry, rustling flowers. A something It has of sepal- 
chral spicery, as if it had been brought from the core 
of some great pyramid, where it bad lain on the 
breast of a mummied Pharaoh. Something, too, of 
immortality in the sad, faint sweetness lingering 00 
long in its lifeless petals. Yet this does not tell why 
it fills my eyes with tears and carries me in blissful 
thought to the banks of asphodel that border the 
Biver of Life. 

1 should not have talked so moch about these 

personal susceptibilities, if I had not a remark to 
make about them which I believe is a new one. It i» 
^ this. There may be a physical reaaon for the strange 
connection between the sense of sroell and the mind. 
The olfactory nerve — so my friend, the Professor, tella 
: me— is the only one directly connected with the hem- 
ispheres of the brain, tlie parts in which, as we have 
every reason to believe, the intellectual processea ara 
; performed. To speak more truly the oUactoiy 
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** Deire " is not a nerre at all, he says, bat a part of 
the brain, in intimate connection with its anterior 
lobes. Whether this anatomical anangement is at 
the bottom of the facts I have mentioned, I will not 
decide, but it ia curious enough to. be worth remem' 
bering. Contrast the sense of taste, as a source of 
soggestiTe impressions, with that of amelL Now 
the Professor assures me that you will find the nerve 
of taste has do immediate connection with the brain 
proper, but only with the prolongation of the spiikal 
cord. 

{The old gentleman oppoute did not pay much 
attention, I think, to this hypothesis of mine. But 
while I was speaking about the sense of smell he 
nestled about in his seat, and presently succeeded in 
getting out a large red bandanna handkerchief. 
Then he lurched a little to the other side, and after 
much tribulation at last extricated an ample round 
sDuff-boz. I looked as he opened it and felt for the 
wonted pugiL Moist rappee, and a Tonka-bean 
lying therein. I made the manual sign understood 
of all mankind that use the precious dust, and 
presently my brain, too, responded to the long unused 
stimulus. — ■ — O boys, — that were, — actual papas and 
possible grandpapas, — some of you with crowns 
like billiard*balls, — some in locks of sable silvered, 
and some of silver sabled, — do you remember, as yon 
doze over this, those after-dinners at theTroia Freres, 
when the Scotch-plaided snufT-box went round, and 
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th« (Jry Landy-Foot tickled its way along into oni 
happy seasoria? Then it was that the Chamb^JiiiD 
or the CloB Vougeot came in, elumbering in its straw 
cradle. And one among yon, — do you remember 
how be would have a bit of ice always in his Bur- 
gandy, and sit tinkling it against the sides of tbe 
bubble-like glass, saying that he wan bearing tbe 
cow-bells as he used to hear them, when the deep* 
breathing kine came home a£ twilight from the 
huckleberry pasture, in the old home a tboasaad 
leagues towards the sunset?) 

Ah me! what strains and strophes of unwritten 
verse pulsate through my soul when I open a certaio 
closet in the ancient house where I was bom! Oa 
its shelves used to lie bundles of sweet-magoram 
end pennyroyal and lavender and mint and catnip ; 
there apples were stored until their seeds should grow 
black, which happy period there were sharp little 
milk-teeth always ready to anticipate; there peaches 
lay in the dark, thinking of the sunshine they bad 
lost, until, like the hearts of saints that dream of 
heaven in their sorrow, they grew fragrant as tbe 
breath of angels. Tbe odorous echo of a scoie of 
dead snmroers lingers yet in those dim recesses. 

Do I remember Byron's line about ** striking 

the electric chain " ? — To be sure I do. I sometime* 
think the less the hint that stin the automatic ma- 
chinery of association, the more easily this moves na. 
What can be more trivial than that old stoiy of 
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Opening the folio ShakBpeare that naed to lie in some 
ancient English ball and finding the flakes of Christ* 
Bsas pastry between its leaves, shot op in them per- 
baps a hundred years ago ? And, lo ! as one looks on 
these poor relics of a bygone generation, the universe 
changes in the twinkling of an eye ; old George the 
Second is back again, and the elder Pitt is coming 
into power, and General Wotfe is a fine, promising 
young man, and over the Channel they are polling 
the SieoT Damiens to pieces with wild horseff, and 
across the Atlantic the Indians are tomahawking -,- 
Hirams and Jonathans and Jonaaes at Fort William 
Henry; all the dead people who have been in the { 

dost so long — even to the stout-armed cook that ' 
made the pastry — are alive again; the planet un- 
winds a hundred of its luminooa coild, and the pre- i 
cession of the equinoxes is retraced on the dial of | 
heaven I And all this for a bit of pic-crustl ! 

1 will thank you for that pie, — said the pro | 

voking young fellow whom I have named repeatedly. 
He looked at it for a moment, and put his hands to 
bis eyes as if moved.— I was thinking, — be said in- ' 

distinctly ; 

How? What is't? — said our landlady. [ 

— I was thinking — said he — who was king of [ 

England when this old pie was baked, — and it made | 
me feel bad to think how long he must have ^en i 

dead. I 

{Our landlady is a decent body, poor, and a widow, I 
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of course ; celd va sans dire. She told me her story 
once ; it was as if a grain of corn that had been 
ground and bolted had tried to individualize itself by 
a special narrative. There was the wooing and the 
wedding,— the start in life, — ^the disappointment^— 
the children she had buried, — ^the struggle against 
fate, — ^the dismantling of life, first of its small lux- 
uries, and then of its comforts, — the broken spirits,— 
the altered character of the one on whom she leaned, 
—and at last the death that came and drew the black 
curtain between her and all her earthly hopes. 

I never laughed at my landlady after she had told 
me her story, but I often cried, — not those pattering 
tears that run off the eaves upon our neighbors' 
grounds, the sUUicidium of self-conscious sentiment, 
but those which steal noiselessly through their con- 
duits until they reach the cisterns lying round about 
the heart ; those tears that we weep inwardly with 
unchanging features ; — such I did shed for her often 
when the imps of the boarding-house Inferno tugged 
at her soul with their red-hot pincers.] 

Young man,— I said, — ^the pasty you speak lightly 
of is not old, but courtesy to those who labor to serve 
us, especially if they are of the weaker sex, b very 
old, and yet well worth retaining. May I recommend 
to you the following caution, as a guide, whenever 
you are dealing with a woman, or an artist, or a poet 
—if you are handling an editor or politician, it is su- 
perfluous advice. I take it from the back of one of 
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tboee little Frencli toys 'which contain paeteboaid 
6gare« mored by a small mnning streani of fine 
■and; Benjamin Franklin will translate it for yoa: 
** Quoigu^elie toil trit ttdtdement vumliet ilfcatt ne pat 
HDTAMSEi ill nocAtfte."— I will thank yon for the 
fne, if yon pleaae. 

[I took more of it than was good fbr me^— aa 
much ae 8S*, I should think, — and had an indiges* 
tion in consequence. While I was snfTering from it, 
I wrote some aadly desponding' poems, and a theo* 
logical essay which took a very melancholy view of 
creation. When I got better I labelled them all 
" Pie-crust," and laid them by as scarecrows and 
solemn warnings. I have a number of books on my 
shelves that I should like to label with some such 
title ; but, as they have great names on their title* 
pages, — Doctors of Divinity, some of them, — it 
'wouldn't ^o.] 

My friend, the Professor, whom I have men- 
tioned to you once or twice, told me yesterday that 
somebody had been abusing him in some of the jour- 
nals of his calling. I told him that I didn't doubt 
he deserved it ; that I hoped he did deserve a little 
abuse occasionally, and would for a number of years 
to come ; that nobody could do anything to make 
his neighbors wiser or t>etter 'without being liable to 
abase for it; especially that people hated to have 
their little mistakes made fan of, and perhaps he bad 
been doing something of the kind.^ — The Professor 
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■milcd. — Now, said I, hear what I am going to say. 
It will not talie many yean to bring you to the period 
of life when men, at least the majority of writing 
and talking men, do nothing but praise. Men, like 
peaches and pears, grow iweet a little while before 
they begin to decay. I don't know what it is, — 
whether a spontaneous change, mental or bodily, or 
whetlier it is thorough experience of the thankleso* 
ncss of critical honesty, — but it is a fact, that most 
writers, except sour and nnsnccessful ones, get tired 
of finding fault at about the time when they are be> 
ginning to grow old. As a geneml thing, I would 
not give a great deal for the fair words of a critic, if 
he is himself an author, over fifty years of age. At 
thirty we arc all trying to cut our names in big let* 
ters upon the walla of this tenement of life ; twenty 
years later we have carved it, or shut up our jack* 
knives. Then we are ready to help others, and care 
less to hinder any, because nobody's elbows are in 
our way. So I am glad you have a little life left ; 
you will be saccharine enough in a few years. 

Some of the softening efTects of advancing 
age have struck me very much in what I have heard 
or seen here and elsewhere. I just now spoke of the 
sweetening process that authors undergo. So yog 
know that in the gradual passage irom maturity to 
helplessnoas the harshest characters sometimes have 
a period in which they are gentle and placid aa 
young children ? I have heard it said, but I cannot 
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be sponsor for its tnith, that the famoos cbieAatn, 
Lochiel, was rocked in a cxadle like a baby, in his 
old age. An old man, whose stadies had been of 
the severest scbolastio kind, used to loye to hear little 
nnrsery-Btoriea read over and over to him. One who 
saw the Dake of Wellingtoa in his last years de< 
scribes him as very gentle in his aspect and de> 
loeaaor. I remember a person of singularly stern 
and lofty bearing who became remarkably gracioas 
and easy in all bis ways in the later period of his life. 
And that leads me to say that men often remind 
me of pears in their way of coming to maturity. 
Some are ripe at twenty, like human Jargonelles, 
and most be made the most of, for their day ia soon 
over. Some come into their perfect condition late, 
like the autumn kinds, and they last better than the 
Bummer fruit. And some, tliat, like the Winter- 
Nelis, have been hard and uninviting until all the 
rest have had their season, get their glow and per- 
Aime long after the frost and snow have done their 
worst with the orchards. Beware of rash criticisms ; 
the rough and stringent fruit yoa condemn may be 
an autumn or a winter pear, and that which yoa 
picked up t>eneath the same bough in August may 
have been only its worm-eaten windfaUu. Milton 
was a Saint-Germain with a graft of the roseate 
Early-Catherine. Rich, juicy, lively, fragrant, rus5et 
Bldnned old Chaucer was an Easter-Beurr^ ; the buds 
of a new sammer were swelling when he ripened. ' 
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-There is no power I envy so much — said the 



divinity-student— as that of seeing analogies and 
making comparisons. I don't understand how it is 
that some minds are continually coupling thoughta' 
or objects that seem not in the least related to each 
other, until all at once they are put in a certain 
light, and you wonder that you did not always see 
that they were as like as a pair of twins. It appears 
to me a sort of miracidous gift. 

[He is rather a nice young man, and I think hao 
an appreciation of the higher mental qualities re- 
markable for one of his years and training. I try his 
head occasionally as housewives try eggs, — ^give it 
an intellectual shake and hold it up to the light, so 
to speak, to see if it has life in it, actual or potential* 
or only contains lifeless albumen. 

You call it miraculous^ — I replied, — ^tossing the ex- 
pression with my facial eminence, a little smartly, 1 
fear. — Two men are walking by the poly phi cesboean 
ocean, one of them having a small tin cup with which 
he can scoop up a gill of sea-water when he will, and 
the other nothing but his hands, which will hardly 
hold water at all, — and you call the tin cup a mirac- 
ulous possession ! It is the ocean that is the miracle, 
my infant apostle ! Nothing is clearer than that all 
things are in all thing.^, and that just according to 
the intensity and exten.^ion of our mental being we 
shall see the many in the one and the one in the 
many. Did Sir Isaac think what he was eayinjj 
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-when he made kU speech about the ocean, — the child 
and the pebbles, y<m knowl Did he meau to speak 
slightingly of a pebble 7 Of a spherical solid which 
stood seotiDet over its compartment of space beforo 
the stooe that became the pyramids had grown solid, 
and has watched it until now! A. body which knows 
all the currents of force that traverse the globe ; 
which holds by invisible threads to the ring of Saturn 
and the belt of Orion ! A body from the contem* 
plation of which an archangel could infer the entire 
inorganic universe as the simplest of corollaries! A 
throne of the all-pervadtng Deity, who has guided its 
every atom since the rosary of heaven was strung 
with bead<:d stars ! 

So, — to return to our walk by the ocean, — if all 
that poetry has dreamed, all that insanity has raved, 
all that maildening narcotics have driven through the 
brains of msn, or smothered passion nursed in the 
fancies of women, — if the dreams of colleges and 
convents and boarding-schools, — if every human feel- 
ing that sighs, or smiles, or curses, or shrieks, or 
groans, should bring all their innumerable images, 
sucb as come with every hurried heart-beat, — ^the 
epic which held them all, though its letters filled the 
zodiac, would be but a cupiul from the infinite ocean 
of similitudes and analogies that rolls through the 
noiverse. 

[The divinity-student honored himself by the way' 
in which he received this. He did not swallow it at 
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once, neither did he reject it; but he took it as a 
pickerel takes the bait, and carried it off with him 1 1 
his hole (in the fourth story) to deal with at his 
leisure.] 

Here is another remark maHe for his especial 

I benefit — There is a natural tendency in many per- 

j sons to run their adjectives together in triads^ as I 

I have heard them called, — ^thus: He was honorablci 

:J courteous, and brave; she was graceful, pleasing, 

i and virtuous. Dr. Johnson is famous for this; I 

I think it was Bulwcr who said you could separate a 

i paper in the " Rambler." into three distinct essays. 

Many of our writers show the same tendency, — my 

friend, the Professor, especially. Some think it is in 

humble imitation of Johnson, — some that it is for 

the sake of the stately sound only. I don't think 

they get to tho bottom of it It is, I suspect, an 

instinctive and involuntary effort of the mind to 

present a thought or image with the i/iree dimemions 

that belong to every solid, — an unconscious handling 

of an idea as if it had length, breadth, and thickness. 

It is a great deal easier to say this than to prove it, 

and a great deal easier to dispute it than to disprove 

it But mind this : the more we observe and study, ' 

the wider we find the range of the automatic and 

instinctive principles in body, mind, and morals, and 

the narrower the limits of the self-determining con- 

icious movement 

— -1 have often seen piano-foite players and 
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ungen make such strange motdons over their in* 
Btramenta or song-books that I wanted to laugh at 
them. " Where did our friends pick up all these 
fine ecstatic airs ? " I would say to myself. Then I 
would remember My Liady in " Marriage & la Mode," 
and amuse myself with ^nking how afiectation was 
the same thing in Hogarth's time and in oar own. 
But one day I bought me a Canary-bird and hung 
him ap in a cage at my window. By-and-by hn 
found himself at home, and began to pipe bis liltle 
tunes; and there be was, sure enough, swimming 
and waving about, with all, the droopings and lilt> 
ings and languishing side-turnings of the head that I 
had laughed at And now I should like to ask, 
"Who taught him all this ? — and me, through bim, 
that the foolish head was not the one swinging itself 
from side to side and bowing and nodding over the 
music, but that other which was passing its shallow 
and self-satisfied judgment on a creature made of 
finer clay than the frame which earned that same 
head upon its shoulders ? 

■ Do you want an image of the human will, or 
the self-determining principle, as compared with its 
prearranged and impassable restrictions 1 A drop 
of water, imprisoned in a crystal ; you may see such 
a one in any mineralogical collection. One little 
fluid particle in the crystalline prism of the solid 
n Diverse ! 

Weaken moral obligations ? — No, not weaken, 
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but define them. When I preach that sermon I 
spoke of the other day, I shall have to lay down 
some principles not fully recognized in some of your 
text^books. 

I should have to begin with one most formidable 
preliminary. You saw an article the other day in 
one of the journals, perhaps, in which some old 
Doctor or other said quietly that patients were very 
apt to be fools and cowards. But a great many of 
the clergyman's patients are not only fools and 
cowards, but also liars. 

[Immense sensation at the tables — Sudden retire- 
ment of the angular female in oxydated bombazine. 
Movement of adhesion — as they say in the Chamber 
of Deputies— on the part of the young fellow they 
call John. Falling of the old-gentleman-opposite's 
lower jaw — (gravitation is beginning to get the 
better of him.) Our landlady to Beojamin Franklini 
briskly, — Go to school right off, there's a good boy ! 
Schoolmistress curious, — stakes a quick glance at 
divinity-student Divinity-student slightly flushed 
draws his shoulders back a little, as if a big false* 
hood--or truth — had hit him in the forehead* My- 
self calm.] 

I should not make such a speech as that, you 
know, without having pretty substantial indorsers to 
fall back upon, in case my credit should be disputed. 
Will you run up stairs, Benjamin Franklin, (for B. 
F. had nol gone right off, of course,) and bring down 
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a email volame from the left upper comer of tbs 
right-hand shelves 7 

[Look at the precioas little black, ribbed backed, 
dean-typed, veUam-papered 32nio. ** DesisebIi 
EftASMi CkiLLoquiA. Amstelodami. Typis Ludo- 
nd ElzeviriL 1650." Vaiioas names written od 
title-page. Most conspicuous this : GoL CookesoD- 
R Coll. Omn. Anim. 1725. Oxon. 

O William Cookeson, of All-Soals College, 

Oxford^-then writing as I now write, — now in the 
dost, where I shoU lie, — ^is this line all that remains 
to thee of earthly remembrance ? Thy name is at 
least once more spoken by living men ; — is it a plea- 
sure to tbee ? Thou shalt share with me my litdo 
draught of immortality,— its week, its month, its 
year,— wli ate ver it may be,— and then we will go 
together into the solemn archives of Oblivion's Un- 
catalogued Library !] 

If you think I have used rather strong Ian- 

gcage, I shall have to read something to you out of 
the book of this keen and witty scholar, — the great 
Brasrans, — who "laid the egg of the Reformation 
which Luther hatched." Oh, yon never read hia 
Naufragium^ or" Shipwreck," did you? Of course 
not; for, if you had, I don't think you would have 
given me credit — or discredit — for entire originality 
in that speech of mine. That men are cowards in 
tbe contemplation of futurity he illustrates by the 
eztraoidinary antics of many on board the siilking 
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ressel; tbat they are fools, by their preying to tho 
■ea, and inalcing promises to bits of wood from the 
true CT033, and all manner of similar nonsense ; Ibat 
they are fools, cowards, and liars all at once, by thia 
story : I will put it into rough English for yoo. — " I 
couldn't help laughing to bear one fellow bawling 
out, so tbat he might be sure to be beard, a promise 
to Saint Christopher of Paris — the monstrous statue 
in the great church there — that he would ^re bim a. 
wax taper as big as bimsel£ ' Mind what yoa 
promise ! ' said an acquaintance tbat stood near him, 
poking him with his elbow; *you couldn't pay for 
it, if you sold all your things at auction.' ' Hold 
your tongue, you donkey I' said the fellow, — but 
softly, 80 that Saint Christopher should not hear him, 
— 'do you think Pm in earnest? If I once get my 
foot on dry ground, catch me giving him so much as 
a tallow candle ! ' " 

Now, therefore, remembering that those ^vho havo 
been loudest in their talk about the great subject of 
which we were speaking have not necessarily been 
wise, brave, and true men, but, on the contrary, have 
very often been wanting in one or two or all of the 
qualities these words imply, I should expect to find 
a good many doctrines corrent in the schools which 
I should be obliged to call foolish, cowardly, and 
false. 

So you would abuse other people's beliels, 

Sir, and yet not tell us your own creed I s ii id tlw 
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diriaity-stadcnt, coloring op wiUi a spirit for which 
I liked him aU the better. 

- J. have a creed,— I replied 'f -none better, and 
none shorter. It in told in two words, — the two first 
of the Paternoster. And when I say these words I 
mean them. And when I compared the human will 
to a drop in a crystal, and said I meant to dejau 
moral obligations, and not weaken them, this was 
what I intended to express: that the flnent, self- 
determining power of human beings is a very strictly 
limited agency in the nniverse. The chief planes 
of its enclosing solid are, of coarse, organization, 
education, condition. Organization may reduce the 
power of the will to nothing, as in some idiots ; and 
from this zero the scale mounts upwards by slight 
gradations. Education is only second to nature. 
Imagine all the infants born this year in Boston and 
Timbuctoo to change places! Condition does less, 
but "Give me neither poverty nor riches" was the 
prayer of Agur, and with good reason. If there is 
any improvement in modern theology, it is in getting 
out of the region of pure abstractions and taking 
these every-day working forces into account. The 
great theological question now heaving and throb- 
bing in the minds of Christian men is this : 

No, I wont talk about these things now. My re- 
marks might be repeated, and it would give my 
fiiends pain to see with what personal incivilities I 
rhonld be visited. Besides, what business has a 
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mere boarder to be talking about such things at a 
breakfast-tabie ? Let him make puna. To be sure, 
he was brought up among the Christian fathers, and 
learned his alphabet out of a quarto ^Concilium 
Tridentinum." He has also heard many thousand 
theological lectures by men of various denomina* 
tions ; and it is not at all to the credit of these teach- 
ers, if he is not fit by this time taexpress an opinion 
on theological matters. 

I know well enough that there are some of you 
who had a great deal rather see me stand on my 
head than use it for any purpose of thought Does 
not my friend, the Professor, receive at least two let- 
ters a week, requesting him to • • • • • • • • 

. . . .,-•— on the strength of some youthful antic of 
nis, which, no doubt, authorizes the intelligent con- 
stituency of autograph-hunters to address him as a 
harlequin ? 

— ^WcU, I can't be savage with you for wanting 
to laugh, and I like to make you laugh, weU enough, 
when I can. But then observe this : if the sense of 
the ridiculous is one side of an impressible nature, 
it is very well ; but if that is all there is in a man, 
he had better have been an ape at once, and so have 
stood at the head of his profession. Laughter and 
tears are meant to turn the wheels of the same map 
chinery of sensibility ; one is wind-power, and the 
other water-power ; that is alL I have often beard 
the Professor talk about hysterics as being Nature's 
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dererest iUnatration of the Rciprocal coovertibilit^ 
of the two Btatea of which these acts are the roaoi- 
festatiooB; But yoo may see it everyday Id chil* 
dren ; and if you want to choke with stifled tears at 
sight of the transition, as it shows itself in older 
yean, go and see Mr. Blake play Jetse SMraL 

It is a very dangerous thing for a literary man to 
indolge his love for the ridicalons. People langh 
wth him just so long as he amases them ; but if he 
attempts to be serionS) they mnst stUl have their 
laugh, and so they laugh «U him. There is ia addi* 
tion, however, a deeper reason for this than would at 
first appear. Do you know that yoa feel a little 
superior to every man who makes you laugh, whether 
by making faces or verses? Are you aware that 
yoa have a pleasant sense of patronizing him, when 
yon condescend so far as to let him turn somersets, 
literal or literary, for your royal delight ? Now if a 
man can only be allowed to stand on a daVs, or raised 
platform, and look down on his neighbor who is ex- 
erting his talent for him, oh, it is all right ! — first-rate 
performance! — and all the rest of the fine phrases. 
But if all at once the performer aska the gentleman 
to come upon the floor, and, stepping upon the plat- 
form, begins to talk dowa at him, — eh, that wasn't 
in the programme ! 

I have never forgotten what happened when Syd- 
ney Smith-^who, as everybody knows, was an ex* 
eeedingly sendble man, and a gentleman, every inch 
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of him — ventured to preach a sermon on the Daties 
of Royalty. The " Quarterly," " so savage and tar 
tarly," came down upon him in the most contempt- 
uous style, as '^ a joker of jokes," a *' diner-out of the 
first water," in one of his own phrases ; sneering at 
him, insulting him, as nothing but a toady of a court| 
sneaking behind the anonymoas, would ever have 
been mean enough to do to a man of his position 
and genius, or to any decent person even. — If I were 
giving advice to a young fellow of talent, with two 
or three facets to his mind, I would tell him by all 
means to keep his wit in the background until after 
he had made a reputation by his more solid qualities. 
And so to an actor: Hamlet first, and Bob I^agic 
afterwards, if you like ; but don't think, as they say 
poor Listen used to, that people will be ready to 
allow that you can do anything great with MacbeMg 
dagger after flourishing about with Paul Pry's um- 
brella. Do you know, too, that the majority of men 
look upon all who challenge their attention, — for a 
while, at least, — as beggars, and nuisances ? They 
always try to get off as cheaply as they can ; and 
the cheapest of all things they can give a literary 
man — pardon the forlorn pleasantry ! — is the fwmy^ 
bone. That is all very well so far as it goes, bat 
satisfies no man, and makes a good many angry, as 
I told you on a former occasion. 

—Oh, indeed, no ! — I am not ashamed to makis 
you laugh, occasionally. I think I could read ycu 
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{ I bvn in mj deik whtoh wonld pmbably 
Balm yoa amile. Fertupi IwillraadittneoftbeM 
daji^ if 70a ue pttient with me when I am woti* 
nntel and nfieotiTe; not joit now. The Indioroiu 
has Hi phea ia tbe nnlYene ; it U not a 'homan in- 
VMitioii, but ona of tiie IKvine ideaa, illiuArated in 
fta pnctioal jokei of kittans aod monkeys long 1>e> 
faie Arirtopbanee or Ktakipeaie. Hov oorioDS it 
fa tint we always oonaidci Kriemaiiy aod the eb* 
.naoa of all gay nirporiiee and enoonnter of wits as 
■■aential to tbe idea of the fatnre life of those whom 
we thna deprive of half tbdr fecoltiee and then call 
blessed ! There aie not a few who, even io this life, 
•eem to be preparing themBelves for that emilelees 
etemi^ to which they look forward, by banishing all 
gayety from their heartB and all joyonsoess from 
tlteir ooanteoaoces. I meet one sach in the street 
not anfreqaently, a person of intelligence and eda- 
eatioo, bnt wbo givies me (and all that be passes) 
such a laylest and chilling look of recognition, — 
something as if he were one of Heaven's assessors, 
cooM down to ''doom" every acqnaintance he met^ 
— 4hat 2 have sometimeB begun to sneeze on the spot, 
and g(»e home with a violent cold, dating from that 
instant 1 don't donbt be wonld eat bis kitten's tail 
4^ if he eangbt ber playing with it Please tell 
me, wbo taoght ber to play with it T 

No, 00 !— give me a chance to talk to yon, my fel< 
low^MMfden, and yoa need not be afimid that I shall 
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have any scruples about entertaining yoUi if I can 
do it, as well as giving you some of my serious 
thoughts, and perhaps my sadder fancies. I know 
nothing in English or any other literature more ad* 
mirable than that sentiment of Sir Thomas Browne 
'' Every man truly lives, so long as hb acts his 
nature, or some way makes 000|^ the faculties op 

HIMSELF." 

I find the great thing in this world is not so much 
where we stand, as in what direction we are moving: 
To reach the port of heaven, we must sail sometimes 
^nth the wind and sometimes against it, — ^but we 
must sail, and not drift, nor lie at anchor . There is 
one very sad thing in old friendships, to every mind 
that is really moving onward. It is this : that one 
cannot help using his early friends as the seaman 
uses the log, to mark his progress. Every now and 
then we throw an old schoolmate over the stem .with 
a string of thought tied to him, and look — I am 
afraid with a kind of luxurious and sanctimonious 
compassion — to see the rate at which the string reels 
off, while he lies there bobbing up and down, pocir 
fellow ! and we are dashing along with the white 
foam and bright sparkle at our bows ; — ^the ruffled 
bosom of prosperity and progress, with a sprig of 
diamonds stuck in it! But this is only the senti* 
mental side of the matter; for yow we m ust, if we 
outgrow all that we love. 

Don't misunderstand that metaphor of heaving the 
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lo(b I beg jaa, U ii bohAj & imart way of nying 
thai wa fluuwt avoid meaiDring oar rato' of movo* 
nwot by tboM whh whom we bave long been in tb« 
babtt of comp ari ng ooiadvea; and when fliey onoa 
beeome atatlonarft we can get <m leckoidng from 
Item with painful aoooFUT. We we just what we 
mn wbea tbej wwa oar pent, and oan Btrike tbo 
balaiwa between that and wbaterer.we may feel 
enadtee to be now. No doabt we may lometimea 
be mirtakcrPi If we change oar last dmile to that 
veiy old and £uniliar one of a fleet leaving the har- 
bor and niUng in oompany for some distant re^on, 
we can get what we want oat of it There is one 
of onr oonipanioas ; — her streamers were torn into 
lags before she had got into the open sea, then by 
and by her buIs blew ont of the ropes one ailer 
another, the wares swept her deck, and as night 
came on we left her a seeming wreck, as we flew 
under onr pynmid'of canvas. But lo ! at dawn she 
is still in eighty — ^it may be in advance of us. Borne 
deep ocean-cmrent has been moving her on, strong, 
but sQent, — ^yee, stronger than these noisy winds that 
pnfl* oar sails until they are swollen as the cheeks of 
jubilant chembim. And when at last the black 
•team-tug with the skeleton arms, which comes out 
of the mist sooner or later and takes ns all in tow, 
grapples hn and goes off panting and groaning with 
ber, it is to that harbor where all wrecks are refitted, 
and wbare^ alas! we, towering in our pride, may 



i 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. IQf 

So you will not think I mean to speak lightly of 
old friendships, because we cannot help instituting 
comparisons between our present and former selves 
by the aid of those who were what we were, but* 
are not what we are. Nothing strikes one more, in 
the race of life, than to see how many give out in 
the first half of the course. ^ Ck)mmencement day '' 
always reminds me of the start for the ***Derby," 
when the beautiful high-bred three-year olds of the 
season are brought up for trial. That day is the 
start, and life is the race. Here we are at Cam- 
bridge, and a class is just ^^ graduating." Poor 
Harry ! he was to have been there too, but he has 
paid forfeit ; step out here into the grass back of the 
church ; ah ! there it is : — 

<*IIUKC LAPIDEM POSUERUMT 
SOCII MCERRNTES." 

But this is the start, and here they are,— coats bright 
as silk, and manes as smooth as eau Itistrale cad 
make them. Some of the best of the colts are 
pranced round, a few minutes each, to show their 
paces. What is that old gentleman crying about? 
and the old lady by him, and the three girls, what 
are they all covering their eyes for? Oh, that is 
their colt which has just been trotted up on the 
stage. Do they really think those little thin legs 
can do anything in such a slashing sweepstakes as is 
coming off in these next forty years ? Oh, this ter- 
rible gift of second-sight that comes to some of us 
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whtn we begin to look through the silTeriMl rings of 
the aretu senilis ! 

3%N gears gone. Pint torn io the race. A few 
imAen down ; two or three bolted. Sereral show 
in advance of the rock. Cassock, a black oolt, seema 
to be ahead of the reat; those black oolts commonly 
get the start, I have noticed, of the others, in the first 
qoaiter. * Meteor has pulled op. 

TteeiUg years. Second corner tnmed. Ousoek 
has dropped from the front, and Judex, an iron-gray, 
has the lead. Bnt look ! how they have thinned ont! 
Down flat, — five, — six, — how many? They lie still 
enough \ they will not get up again in this race, be 
very sore ! And the rest of tbem, what a " tailing 
off"! Anybody can see who is going to win, — 
perhaps. 

Thirly years. Third comer turned. Dioes, bright 
sorrel, ridden by the fellow in a yellow jacket, begins 
to make play fast; is getting to be the favourite 
with many. Butwbo is that other one that has been 
lengthening bis stride from the first, and now shows 
close up to the front? Don't you remember the ' 
quiet brown colt Asteroid^ with the star in his fore* 
head 7 That is be ; he is one of the sort that lasts ; 
look out for bini ! The black " colt," as we used to 
call him, is in the background, taking it eaxily in a 
gentle trot There is one they used to call lAe FiU]/, 
oo account of a certain feminine air be had ; well up, 
you see ; the Filly is not to be despised, my boy ! 
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Forty years. More dropping off^ — ^but places much 
as before. 

Fifty years. Race over. All that are on the 
course are coming in at a walk ; no more running. 
Who is ahead ? Ahead ? What ! and the winning* 
post a slab of white or gray stone standing out from 
that turf where there is no more jockeying or strain* 
ing for victory ! Well, the world marks their places 
in its betting-book; but be sure that these matter 
very little, if they have run as well as they knew 
how! 

Did I not say to you a little while ago that 

the universe swam in an ocean of similitudes and 
analogies? I will not quote Ck)wley, or Bums, or 
Wordsworth, just now, to show you what thoughts 
were suggested to them by the simplest natural 
objects, such as a flower or a leaf; but I will read 
you a few lines, if you do not object, suggested by 
looking at a section of one of those chambered shells 
to which is given the name of Pearly Nautilus. We 
need not trouble .ourselves about the distinction be- 
tween this and the Paper Nautilus, the Arffonauta of 
the ancients. The name applied to both shows that 
each has long been compared to a ship, as you may 
see more fully in Webster's Dictionary, of the •* En* 
cyclopedia," to which he refers. If you will look 
into Roget's Bridgcwater Treatise, you will find 9 
figure of one of these shells, and a section of it. Tht 
last will show you the series of enlarging compart 
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■nents mnoMaTdj dwelt in by the aidmsl tbat 
iabkbiti the abrll, which i« bollt ia a widening 
npfaL Can 70a find no lenon in thiit 



Tint CHAIIBESKD NAHTILCT- 
nb fa tW ih^ oTpml, wUeh, poMi ftigB, 



Oi Aa •««■( NHOMr wind in p«n>)ad wbp 
b fd& «Mkwtod, lAtn tht ana ■■§% 

Aad eonl ne& lia ban, 
Whaw iha cold im nu ii h riw to ■■« JMt t tn t aia g \tit 

llm weba of Gring ganie no nwra onfiul ; 

Wrecfcad is Um iliip of puri 1 

And eveij cbiunboiwl cell, 
WWa iti din dreaming life wai wont to dwell, 
Am the fnll tenant ihapad hii growii^ ibell, 

Befim tbea Um reraaledf 
ha mad ceiling itint, iu annleM cfypt nnaaaladl 

Tear alW jear beheld the aknt tafl 

That fpread hii Iwtrooi coil ; 

Stii!, at tha apiral grew, 
Da left the pajt fear'* dwelliaj ftr the new, 
Stale wiih aoft atip iti thiaing arohwaf throa^ 

Boilt ap iu idle door, 
fitnlcbed in hii latMbond home, and knew tU old &o BM 

Thaaki for the heaTenlj maMaga Inwight bj thea, 
Child of the wandering aea, 
CaMfroaharlufttkml 
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Fram thy dead lips a clearer note is bom 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathM horn t 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Through the deep cares of thought I hear a Toico that sings :— 

Build thee more stately mansions, mj ton], 
I * As the swifl seasons roll I 

Leave thy low-vaulted past I 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last. 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 
Till thou at length art free, 
] Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unxesdng tea I 
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A Lyric conception — my friend, the Poet, 
I hits me like a bullet in the forehead. I have often 
had the blood drop from my cheeks when it strucki 
and felt that I turned as white as death. Then 
comes a creeping as of centipedes running down the 
spine, — then a gattp and a great jump of the heart,— 
then a sudden flush and a beating in the vessels 
of the head, — ^then a long sigh^ — and the poem is 
written. 

It is an impromptu, I suppose, then, if you write 
it so suddenly, — I replied. 

No,— said he,— far from it I said written, but T 
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did not say copied. Every aucb poem has a son. 
and a body, and it is the body of it, or the copy, that 
men read and pablishera pay for. The soul of it is 
born in an instaat in the pOet's booL It comes to 
him a thought, tangled in the meshes <if a few sweet 
words,^ — words that have loved each other from the 
cradle of the language, bat have never been wedded 
ontil now. Whether it will ever fully embody itself 
in a bridal train of a dozen stanzas or not is ancer* 
tain ; bat it exists potentially fiom the instant that 
the poet turns pale with it. It is eooogh to stun 
and scare anybody, to have a hot thought come 
crashing into his brain, and ploughing up those par- 
allel ruts where the wagon trains of common ideas 
were jogging along in their regular sequences of as- 
socialion. No wonder the ancients made the poet- 
ical impolse wholly external M^viv iiiAt era - Goddess, 
— Muse, — divine afllatus, — something outside always, 
/never wrote any verses worth reading. I can't I 
am too stupid. If I ever copied any that were worth 
reading, I was only a medium. 

[I was talking all this time to our boarders, you 
understand, — telling them what this poet told me. 
The company listened rather attentively, I thought, 
considering the literary character of the remarks.] 

The old gentleman opposite all at once asked me 
if I ever read anything better than Pope's *■ Essay 
on Man"? Had I ever pemsed McFingal? He was 
food of poetry when he was a boy, — hv> mothot 
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taught him to say many little pieces^ — he remem 
Dercd one beauliful hymn ; — and the old gentieinaii 
begao, in a clear, loud voice, for bis yearsf — 
" The tpacioua finnamcnt on faigh, 
Witb all the blue ethereal Aj, 
Anil ipangleJ heaven*," 

Ho stopped, as if startled by our sUeoce, and a faint 
flush ran up beneath the thin white hairs that fell 
upon his cheek. As I looked rotind, I was reminded 
of a show I once saw at the Maseum, — the Sleeping 
Beauty, I think they called it The old man's sud- 
den breaking out in this way turned every fac« 
towards him, and each kept his posture as if changed 
to etone. Our Celtic Bridget, or Biddy, is not a 
foolish fat scullion to burst out crying for a senti- 
ment She is of the serviceable, red-handed, broad- 
and-high-shouldered type; one of those imported 
female servants who are known in public by their 
amorphous style of person, their stoop forwards, and 
a headlong and as it were precipitous walk, — thn 
waist plunging downwards into the rocking pelvis at 
every heavy footfalL Bridget, constituted for action, 
not for emotion, was about to deposit a plate heaped 
with Lomething upon the table, when I saw the 
coarse arm stretched by my shoulder arrested, — mo- 
tionless as the arm of a terra-cotta caryatid; sbs 
couldn't set the plate down while the old gentleman 
Was speaking! 
He was quite silent after this, still weanpg tba 



Ill THE ADTOCBAT OV THE BBEAKFA3T-TABLB. 

■light flash on bis cheek. Don't ever think th« 
poetry is dead in an old man because his forehead 
is wrinkled, or that bis manhood has left bim when 
his hand trembles! If they ever were there, they 
are there still ! 

By and by we got talking again. ^Does a poet 

lore the' versea written tbroogh him, do you think, 
Sir ?— said the diyinity^fltadent 

So long as they are warm from his mind, carry 
any of his animal heat aboat them, I know he loves 
them, — I answered. When they have had time to 
cool, he is more IndifTerent. 

A good deal as it is with bnckwheat cakes, — said 
the young fellow whom they call John. 

The last words, only, reached the ear of the eco- 
nomically organized female in black bombazine. 

Buckwheat is skerce and high, — she remarked. 
[Mast be a poor relation sponging on onr landlady, 
—pays nothing, — eo she must stand by the guns 
and be ready to repel boarders.] 

I liked the turn the conversation had taken, for I 
bad some things I wanted to eay, and so, after wait- 
ing a minnte, I began again. — I don't think the 
poems I read you sometimes can be fairly appre- 
ciated, given to you as they are in the green state. 

You don't know what I mean by the green 

state J Well, then, I will tell yon. Certain things 
are good for nothing until they have been kept a 
long while; and some are good for nothing nntU 
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they have been long kept and used. Of the fireti 
wine is the illustrious and immortal example. Of 
those which must be kept and used I will name 
three, — meerschaum pipes, violinsi and poems; The 
meerschaum is but a poor affair until it has burned 
a thousand offerings to the cloud-compelling deities. 
It comes to us without complexion or flavor, — born 
of the sea-foam, like Aphrodite, but colorless as 
pallida Mors herself. The fire is lighted in its ceQ« 
tral shrine, and gradually the juices which the broad 
leaves of the Great Vegetable had sucked ujp from 
an acre and curdled into a drachm are diffused 
through its thirsting pores. First a discoloration, 
then a stain, and at last a rich, glowing, umber tint 
spreading over the whole surface. Nature true to 
her old brown autumnal hue, you see, — as true in 
the fire of the meerschaum as in the sunshine of 
October! And then the cumulative wealth of its 
fragrant reminiscences! he who inhales its vapors 
takes a thousand whiffs in a single breath ; and one 
cannot touch it without awakening the old joys that 
hang around it as the smell of flowers clings to the 
dresses of the daughters of the house of Farina ! 

[Don't think I use a meerschaum myself, for / do 
notf though I 'have owned a calumet since my child- 
hood, which from a naked Pict (of the Mohawk 
species) my grandsire won, together with a tom- 
ahawk and beaded knife-sheath ; paying for the lot 
"vith a bullet-mark on his right che^k. On the ma* 
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ternal side I inherit the loveliest silver-moanted to* 
bacco-stopper yoa ever saw. It is a little box-wood 
Triton, carved with charmiDg liveliness and tmth ; 
I have often compared it to a figure in Raphael's 
'* Triumph of Galatea." It came to me in an an- 
dent shagreen case, — bow old it is I do not know, — 
bat it most have been made since Sir Walter Ka* 
leigh'a time. If yoo are curious, jron shall see it 
any day. Neither will I pretend that I am so un- 
used to the more perishable smoking contrivance 
that a few wbifis would make me feci as if I lay 
in a ground-swell on the Bay of Biscay. I am 
tiot unacquainted with that fusiform, spiral-wound 
bundle of chopped stems and miscellaneous incom- 
bustibles, the ciffar, bo called, of the shops, — which 
to "draw" asks the suction-power of a nursling in- 
fant Hercules, and to relish, the leathery palate of 
an old SUenus. I do not advise you, young man, 
even if my illustration strike your fancy, to conse- 
crate the flower of your life to painting the bowl of 
a pipe, for, let me assure you, the stain of a reverie- 
breeding narcotic may strike deeper than you think 
for. I have seen the green leaf of early promise grow 
brown before its time under such NicoUsn regimen, 
and thought the umbered meerschaum was dearly 
bought at the cost of a brain enfeebled and a will 
enslaved.] 

Violins, too, — the sweet old Amati ! — ^the divine 
Stradivarina ! Played on by ancient maettros until 
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the bow-hand lost its power and the flying fingers 
stiffened. Bequeathed to the passionate young en- 
thusiast, who made it whisper his hidden love, and 
rxy bis inarticulate longings, and scream his untold 
agonies, and wail his monotonous despair. Passed 
from his dying hand to the cold virtuoso^ who let it 
slumber in its case for a generation, till, when his 
hoard was broken up, it came forth once more and 
rode the stormy symphonies of royal orchestras, 
beneath the rushing bow of their lord and leader. 
Into lonely prisons with improvident artists; into 
convents from which arose, day and night, the holy 
hymns with which its tones were blended ; and back 
again to orgies in which it learned to howl and 
laugh as if a legion of devils were shut up in it ; then 
again to the gentle dilcitante who calmed it down 
with easy melodies until it answered him softly as 
in the dayg of the old maestros. And so given into 
our hands, its pores all full of music ; stained, like 
the meerschaum, through and through, with the con« 
centrated hue and sweetness of all the harmonies 
which have kindled and faded on its strings. 

Now I tell you a poem must be kept and used^ 
like a meerschaum, or a violin. A poem is just as 
porous as the meerschaum ; — the more porous it is, 
the better. I mean to say that a genuine poem is 
capable of absorbing an indefinite amount of the 
essence of our own humanity, — ^its tendernessi its 
heroism, its regrets, its aspirations, so as to be gradu* 
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ally stained through w j a divine secondary colot 
derived from oar&elves. So you see it must take 
time to bring the sentimeot of a poem into harmony 
with our nature, by staining ourselves through every 
thought and image our being can penetrate. 

Then again as to the mere music of a new poem ; 
why, who can expect anything more from that than 
from the music of a violin fresh from the maker's 
hands T Now you know very well that there are no 
less than fifty-eight different pieces in a violin. These 
pieces are strangers to each other, and it takes a 
century, more or less, to make them thoroughly ac- 
quainted. At last they learn to vibrate in harmony, 
and tlie instrument becomes an organic whole, as 
if it were a great seed-capsule which had grown from 
a garden-bed in Cremona, or elsewhere. Besides, 
the wood is juicy and full of sap for fifty years or so, 
but at the end of fifty or a hundred more gets toler- 
ably dry and comparatively resonant 

Don't you see that all thia is just as true of a 
poem? Counting each word as a piece, there are 
more pieces in an average copy of verses than in a 
violin. The poet has forced all these words together, 
and fastened them, and they don't understand it at 
first But let the poem be repeated aloud and mur- 
mured over in the mind's mulTled whisper often 
enough, and at length the parts become knit together 
in such absolute solidarity that you could not change 
s syllable without the whole world'* "trying out 
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against you for meddling wt ■'. the bannonioos fabric. 
Observe, too, how the drying process takes place In 
the stutf of a poem jusl as in that of a violin. Hera 
is a Tyrolese fiddle tbat is just coming to its ban* 
dredth birthday,— (Pedro Klaass, Tyroli, fecit, 1760,) 
— the sap is pretty well out of it. And here is the 
song of an old poet wbom Neiera cbeated i— 

" Nox cral, et cmlo fulgebat Luuft Mrcno 
later minora uUen, 

Cum tu magnonim numcn losaura dconuo 
In verba jurabu me&." 
Don't you perceive the sonorousness of these ola 
dead Latin phrases? Now I tell you that every 
■word fresh from the dictionary brings with it a cer- 
tain succulence; and though I cannot expect the 
slieets of the " Pactolian," in which, as I told you, I 
sometimes print my verses, to get so dry as the crisp 
papyrus tbat held those words of Horatius Flaccus, 
yet yon may be sure, that, while the sheets' are dannp, 
and while the lines hold their sap, you can't fairly 
judge of my performances, and that, if made of tb* 
true stuff, they will ring better after a while. 

[There was silence for a brief space, alter mj 
somewhat elaborate exposition of these self-evideut 
analogies. Presently a person turned towards mo — 
I do not choose to designate the individual— and 
said that he rather expected my pieces had given 
pretty good '■ sahtisfahction." — I had, up to this mo- 
ment, considered this complimentary phrase as sacred 
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to the UBC of secretaries of lyceums, and, as it has 
been usually accompanied by a small pecuniary tes< 
timonial, hav« acquired a certain relish for this 
moderately tepid and unstimulating expression of 
enthusiasm. But as a reward for gratuitous services, 
I confess J thought it a little below that blood-heat 
standard which a man's breath ought to have, 
whether silent, or vocaJ and articulate. I waited for 
a favorable opportunity, however, before making the 
remarks which follow.] 

There are single expressions, as I have told 

you already, that fix a man's position for you before 
you have done shaking hands with him. Allow me 
to expand a little. There are several things, very 
slight in themselves, yet implying other things not 
so unimportant. Thus, youi French servant has 
divalisi your premises and got caught Exeusez, 
says the serge nt-de-viUe, as he politely relieves him 
of his upper garments and displays his bust in the 
full daylight. Good shoulders enough,^ — a little 
marked, — traces of smallpox, perhaps, — but white. 
.... Croc I {rom the sergeni-de-vilU's broad palm 
on the white shoulder ! Now look ! Vo^e la ffa- 
lire ! Out comes the big red V — mark of the hot 
iron; — he had blistered it out pretty nearly, — hadn't 
he?— the old rascal VOLEUR, branded in the gal- 
leys at Marseilles! [Don't! What if be has got 
something like this? — nobody supposes I invented 
»ach a story.] 
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My man John, who used to drive two of those six 
equine females which I told you I had owned,— for, 
look you, my friends, simple though I stand here, I 
am one that has been driven in his ^ kerridge,'' — ^not 
using that term, as liberal shepherds do, for any bat- 
tered old shabby-genteel gOH^art which has more 
than one wheel, but meaning thereby a four-wheeled 
vehicle wWi a pole^ — my man John, I say, was a re- 
tired soldier. He retired unostentatiously, as many 
of Her Majesty's modest servants have done before 
and since. John told me, that when an officer thinks 
he recognizes one of these retiring heroes, and would 
know if he has really been in the service, that he 
may restore him, if possible, to a grateful country, 
he comes suddenly upon him, and says, sharply, 
^ Strap ! *' If he has ever worn the shoulder-strap, 
he has learned the reprimand for its ill adjustment* 
The old word of command flashes through his mus- 
cles, and his hand goes up in an Instant to the place 
where the strap used to be* 

[I was all the time preparing for my grand caupf 
you understand ; but I saw they were not quite 
ready for it, and so continued, — always in illustrap 
tion of the general principle I had laid down.] 

Yes, odd things come out in ways that nobody 
thinks of. There was a legend, that, when the Dan- 
ish pirates made descents upon the English coast, 
they caught a few Tartars occasionally, in the shape 
of Saxons, who would not let them go, — on the oon- 
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baiy, insufted on their staying, and, to make sure of 
it, treated tbem as Apollo treated ^lanyas, or aa 
Bartholintu has treated a fellow-creature in bis litln- 
page, and, having divested them of the one e88t.ntial 
and perfecdy fitting garment, indispensable in the 
mildest climates, nailed the same on the chnrchnioar 
as we do the baons of marriage, in Urrorem, 

[There was a laogh at ibis among some of the 
TDQOg folks ; bat as J looked at onr landlady, I saw 
that " the water stood in her eyes," as it did in Chris- 
tiana's when the interpreter asked her about the spi* 
der, and I fancied, but wasn't quite sure that the 
•choolmiatress blushed, as Mercy did in the same 
conversation, as you remember.] 

That sounds like a cock-and-bull-story,^ — said the 
young fellow whom they call John. I abstained 
from making Hamlet's remark to Horatio, and con- 
tinued. 

Not long since, the charcb-wardens were repairing 
and beautifying an old Saxon church in a certain 
English village, and among other things thought the 
doors should be attended to. One of tbem particu- 
larly, the front-door, looked very badly, crusted, as it 
were, and as if it would be all the better for scrap- 
ing. There happened to be a roicroscopist in the 
village who had beard the old pirate story, and be 
took it into his bead to examine the crust on this 
door. There was no mistake about it ; it was a 
genuine historical document, of the Ziska dmm-bead 
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pattern, — a real cutis humanOj stripped from some 
old Scandinavian filibuster, and the legend was true. 

My friend, the Professor, settled an important hia« 
torical and financial question once by the aid of an 
exceedingly minute fragment of a similar document* 
Behind the pane of plate-glass which bore his name 
and title burned a modest lamp, signifying to the 
passers-by that at all hours of the night the slightest 
favors (or fevers) were welcome. A youth who had 
freely partaken of the cup which cheers and likewise 
inebriates, following a moth-like impulse very nat- 
ural under the circumstances, dashed his fist at the 
light and quenched the meek luminary^ — ^breaking 
through the plate-glass, of course, to reach it Now 
I don't want to gointo mintUicB at table, you know, 
but a naked hand can no more go through a pane of 
thick glass without leaving some of its cutidey-to 
say the least, behind it, than a butterfly can^ go 
through a sausage-machine without looking the 
worse for it. The Professor gathered up the frag- 
ments of glass, and with them certain very minute 
but entirely satisfactory documents which would 
have identified and hanged any rogue in Christen- 
dom who had parted with them. — The historical 
question. Who did it? and the financial question, 
Who paid for it ? were both settled before the new 
'amp was lighted the next evening. 

You see, my friends, what immense conclusionsi 
touching our liveS| our fortunes, and our sacied 
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booor, maj be reached by means of very insigiiifi 
cant premises. This b eminently tme of manners 
and forms of speech ; a movement or a phrase often 
tells yoD all you want to know about a person. 
Thus, ** How's your health?" (commonly pronounced 
boSUh) — instead of, How do you do 1 or, How are 
yoD? Or calling your little dark entry a "ball," and 
your old rickety one-horse wagon a " kerridge." Or 
telling a person who has been trying to please you 
that he has given you pret^ good ** sahtisfahction." 
Or saying that you "remember of such a thing, or 
that yoD have been " stoppin* " at Deacon Some* 
body's, — and other such expressions. Ono of my 
friends had a little marble statuette of Cupid in the 
parlor of bia country-house, — ^boV, arrows, wings, 
and all complete. A visitor, indigenous to the region, 
looking pensively at the figure, asked the lady of the 
bouse " if that was a statoo of her deceased infant ? ** 
What a delicious, though somewhat voluminous 
biography, social, educational, and EBstbetic in that 
brief question ! 

[Please observe with what Machiavellian aatnte- 
oess I smuggled in the particular offence which it 
was my object to hold up to my fellow-boarders, 
withoDt &>o personal an attack on the individual at 
whose door it lay.] 

That was an exceedingly dull person who made the 
remark. Ex pede HercuUm. He might as well have 
•aid, ** From a peck of apples you may judge of the 
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uarrel." JBx pede, to be sure! Read, instead, Et 
ungve minimi digUi pedis, Serculem, efutgue piUrem^ 
mairem, avos et proavoi, /Uios, nepolet et pron^.iiote§ ! 
Talk to me aboat your ^immi! Tell me about 
Cuvier'e getting up a inegatheriam firom a tooth, or 
Agossiz's drawing a portrait o(- an nndiscovered fish 
from a single scale I Ab the « O " revealed Giotto, 
— as the one word " moi " betrayed the Stratford- 
attc-Bowe-taught Anglais, — so all a man's antece- 
dents and poBaibilities are summed np in a UDgje 
utterance which gives at once the gauge of bis eda> 
cation and his mental organization. 

Possibilities, Sir? — said the divinity-student ; can't 
a man who says Hmw ? arrive at distinction ? 

Sir, — I replied, — in a republic all things are po»> 
sible. But the man vfith a future has almost of 
necessity sense enough to see that any odious tarick 
of speech or manners must be got rid of Doesn't 
Sydney Smith say that a public man in England 
never gets over a false quantity uttered in early life ? 
Our public men are in little danger of this fatal mi»> 
step, as few of them are in the habit of introducing* 
Latin into their speeches, — for good and sufficient 
easons. But they are bound to speak decent EnjE^ 
.ish, — unless, indeed, they are rough old campaign- 
ers, like General Jackson or General Taylor ; in 
which case, a few scars on Priscian's head are pa^ 
doned to old fellows who have quite as many on 
their own, and a constituency of thirty raapirea la 
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not at all pardctilari provided they do not sweai in 
their Presidential Messages. 

Howeveri it is not for me to talk. I have made 
mistakes enough in conversation and print I never 
find them ont until they are stereotyped, and then I 
think they rarely escape me. I have no doubt I shall 
make half a dozen slips before this breakfast is over, 
and remember them all before another. How one 
does tremble with rage at his own intense momentary 
stupidity about things he knovirs' perfectly well, and 
to think how he lays himself open to the imperti- 
nences of the capkUores verbarum^ those useful bat 
humble scavengers of the language, whose business 
it is to pick up what might offend or injure, and re- 
move it, hugging and feeding on it as they go{ I 
don't want to speak too slightingly of these verbal 
critics ; — how can I, who am so fond of talking about 
errors and vulgarisms of speech? Only there is a 
difference between those clerical blunders which al- 
most every man commits, knowing better, and that 
habitual grossness or meanness of speech which is 
unendurable to educated persons, from anybody that 
wears silk or broadcloth. 

. [I write down the above remarks this morning, 
January 26th, making this record of the date that no- 
body may think it was written in wrath, on account 
of any particular grievance suffered from the inva« 
sion of any individual scarabcms grammcUicusJ] 

'I wonder if anybody ever finds fault witJi 
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uiylhing I Bay at this table when it is repeated ? I 
hope they do, I am sure. I should be very certain 
that I had said notbiog of much significance, if they 
did not. 

Did you never, in walking in the fields, come 
across a large fiat etone, which bad lain, nobody 
knows how long, just where you found it, with the 
grass forming a little hedge, as it were, all round it, 
close to its edges, — and have yon not, in obedience 
to a kind of feeling that told you it had been lying 
there long enough, insinuated your stick or your foot 
or your fingers under its edge and turned it over as 
a housewife turns a cake, when she says to herself 
<■ It's done brown enough by this time " ? What an 
odd revelation, and what an anforeseen and unplea»> 
ant surprise to a small community, the very existence 
of which you had not suspected, until the sudden 
dismay and scattering among its members product 
by your turning the old stone over ! Blades of graoe 
flattened down, colorless, matted together, as if tbey 
bad been bleached and. ironed; hideous crawling 
creatures, some of them coleopterous at boroy- 
shelled, — turtle-bugs one wants to call them ; some 
of thera softer, but cunningly spread out and oom* 
' pressed like Lepine watches ; (Natnre never loses a 
crack or a crevice, mind you, or a joint in a tavern 
bedstead, but she always has one of her fiat-pattern 
live timekeepers to slide into it ;} black, glossy 
crickets, with their long filaments sticking oat liktt 
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the whips of foophorse stag&«oacbeB ; motioDleBS, 
slog-Uke creatnres, yoang larva, perhaps mtHe hor* 
rible in their pnlpy stillneu than even in the infernal 
wriggle of matority! Bat no sooner is the stone 
tamed and the wholesome light of day let npon this 
compressed and blinded commnnity of creeping 
things, than all of tbem which enjoy the luxary of 
legs — and some of them have a good many — roeh 
round wildly, butting each other and everything in 
their way, and end in a general stampede for andcr' 
groaod retreats from the region poisoned by Bun< 
shine. Next year yon will find the grass growing 
tall and green where the stone lay ; the ground-bird 
bailds her nest where the beetle had his hole ; the 
dandelion and the buttercup are growing there, and 
the broad fans of insect-angels open end shut over 
their golden disks, as the rhythmic waves of bliseful 
consciousness pulsate through their glorified being. 

The young fellow whom they call John saw 

fit to say, in bis very familiar way, — at which I do 
not choose to take offence, but which I sometimes 
think it necessary to repress,— that I was coming it 
rather strong oo the batterfiies. 

No, I replied ; there is meaning in each of those 
images,^ — the butterfly as well as the others. The 
stone is ancient error. The grass is human nature 
borne down and bleached of all its colour by it. The 
shapes which are found beneath are the crafty beings 
that thrive in darkuese, and the weaker organisms 
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kept helpless by it He who tarns the stone over ia 
whosoever puts the staff of truth to the old lying 
incubus, no matter whether he do it with a serious 
face or a laughing one. The next year stands for 
the coming time. Then shall the nature which had 
Iain blanched and broken rise in its full stature and 
native hues in the sunshine. Then shall Grod's 
minstrels build their nests in the hearts of a new- 
born humanity. Then shall beauty — ^Divinity taking 
outlines and color — light upon the souls of men aa 
the butterflyi image of the beatified spirit rising 
from the dust, soars from the shell that held a poor 
grub, which would never have found wings, had not 
the stone been lifted. 

You never n^ed think you can turn over any old 
falsehood without a terrible squirming and scatter- 
ing of the horrid little population that dwells under 
it 

Every real thought on every real subject 

knocks the wind out of somebody or other. As soon 
as his breath comes back, he very probably begins to 
expend it in hard words. These are the best evidence 
a man can have that he has said something it was 
time to say. Dr. Johnson was disappointed in the 
effect of one of his pamphlets. ^ I think I have not 
been attacked enough for it,'' he said ; — ^ attack ia 
the reaction ; I never think I have hit hard unless it 
rebounds." 

If a fellow attacked my opinions in Diint 
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wonid I reply T Not L Do yon think I don't an* 
deratand what my frieod, the Frofesoor, long ago 
called the hydrottatic paradox ofcmtiroveriy? 
<■ Don't know what that means 7 — Well, I will tell 
joD. YoD know, that, if yon bad a bent tube, one 
aim of which waa of the size of a pip£-fltem, and 
the other big enoDgh to hold the ocean, water would 
■tand at the same height in one as in the other 
Controversy eqoalizes fools and wise men in the 
same way, — and thefoolt know it. ' 

No, but I often read what they say aboat 

other people. There are about a dozen phrasea 
which all come tambling along together, like the 
tongs, and the shovel, and the poker, and the brush, 
and the bellows, in one of those domestic avalanches 
that everybody knows. K yon get one, you get the 
who'e lot 

What are they ?— Oh, that depends a good deal on 
latitude and longitude. Epithets follow the isother* 
mal lines pretty acconttely. Grouping them in two 
families, one finds himself a clever, genial, witty, wise, 
brilUaot, sparkling, thoughtful, distinguished, cele- 
. biated, illustrious scholar and perfect gentleman, and 
fiist writer of the age'; or a dull, foolish, wicked, 
pert, shallow, ignorant, insolent, traitorous, black* 
hearted outcast, and disgrace to civilization. 

What do I think determines the set ol phrases a 
man gets 7 — WeU, I should say a set of influences 
•omething like theses— 1st Belationships, political. 
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reliirioas, social, domeatic. Sd. Oysten, in the form 
of suppers given to geatlemen connected with criti 
cism. I believe in the school, the coliege, and the 
clergy ; but my sovereign logic, for regulating public 
opinion — ^which means commonly the opinion of half 
a dozen of the critical gentry — is the following 
Major proposUUm. Oysters ou «aiwr«i Minor propf^- 
sition. The same " scalloped." Conclusion, Tliat 
——(here insert entertainer'a name) is clever, witty, 
wise, brilliant,— and the rest. 

No, it isn't exactly bribery. One man baa 

oysters, and another epithets. It la an exchange of 
hospitalities ; one gives a " spread " on linen, and the 
other on paper, — that is elL Don't you think yoa 
and I should be apt to do just so. If we were in the 
critical line ? I am sure I couldn't resist the soften- 
ing influences of hospitality. I don't like to- dine 
out, you know, — I dine so well at our own lahle, {our 
landlady looked radiant,] and the company is eo 
pleasant [a rustling movement of satisfaction amonf^ 
the boarders] ; but if I did partake of a man'a aalt, 
with such additions ' as that article of food requires 
to make it palatable, I could never abuse him, and 
if I had to speak of him, I suppose I should bang 
my set of jingling epithets round him like a string 
of eleigh-bells. Good feeling helps society to roaka 
liars of most of us, — not absolute liars, but sncb 
careless handlers of truth that its sharp comers get 
terribly rounded. I love truth as chiefest among tba 



18S THE ATTTOCRAT Or TRB BBEAOAST-TABLK 

virtaes ; I tniat it nms in my Uood ; bat I would 
never be a critic, because I know I could not always 
tell iL I might write a cridcism of a book tbat 
happened to please me ; that is another matter. 

Listen, Benjamin Franklin ! This is for yon, 

and such othen of tender age aa yon may tell it to. 

When we are as yet small children, long before the 
time when those two grown ladies ofTer us the choice 
of Hercules, there comes up to us a youthful angel, 
holding in bis right band cubes like dice, and in his 
left spheres like marbles. The cubes are of stainless 
ivory, and on each is written in letters of gold — 
Tbuth. The spheres are veined and streaked and 
spotted beneath, with a dark crimson flush above, 
where the light falls on them, and in a certain aspect 
you can make out upon every one of them the three 
letters L, I, B. The child to whom they are olfered 
very probably clutches at both. The spheres are the 
most convenient things in the world; they roll with 
the least possible Impulse just where the child would 
have them. The cubes will not roll at all; they have 
a great talent for standing still, and always keep right 
side op. But very soon the young philosopher finds 
that things, which roll so easily are very apt to roll 
into the wrong comer, and to get out of hts way 
when be most wants them, while he always knows 
where to find the others, which stay where they are 
left Thus be Icama — thus we leara — ^to drop the 
«tieaked and speckled globes of falsehrioil and to 
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hold fast the white angular blocks of truth. But 
then comes Timidity, and after her Good-nature, and 
last of all Polite-behavior, all insbting that truth 
must roU^ or nobody can do anything with it ; and so 
the first with her coarse rasp, and the second with 
her broad file, and the third with her silken sleeve, do 
so round off and smooth and polish the snow-white 
cubes of truth, that, when they have got a little dingy 
by use, it becomes hard to tell them from the rolling 
spheres of falsehood. 

The schoolmistress was polite enough to say that 
she was pleased with this, and that she would read 
it to her little flock the next day. But she should 
tell the children, she said, that there were better rea^ 
sons for truth than could be found in mere experi« 
ence of its convenience and the inconvenience of 
lying. ' — 

Yes, — I said, — ^buteducation always begins through 
the senses, and works up to the idea of absolute right 
and wrong. The first thing the child has to learn 
about this matter is, that lying is unprofitable,— 
afterwards, that it is against the peace and dignity 
of the universe. 

Do I think that the particular form of lying 

often seen in newspapers, under the title, *^ From our 
Foreign Correspondent," does any harm ?— Why, 
no, — I don't know that it does. I suppose it doesn't 
really deceive people any more than the ^Arabian 
Nights '' or ^ Gulliver's Travels " do. Sometimes the 




IS4 THE AOTOCSAT 0? THE BBUEFAST-TABLB. 

writers compile too carelesdy, though, and mix j»p 
£act« out of geogrephies, and stories oat of the penny 
papers, so as to mielead those who are desirooa of 
iofonoation. J cot a piece out of one of the papns, 
the other day, which contuns a number of improba- 
bilities, and, I suspect, misstatements. I will send 
op and get it for yoo, if you would Uke to heat 
iL Ah, this is it; it is beaded 

** Oph Spkatra Cobbbspondbnob. 

** This island is now the property of the Stamford 
fain ily«— having been won, it is said, in a rafHe, by 

Sir Stamford, during the steck-gatnbling mania 

of the South-Sea Scheme. The history of this gen- 
tleman may be found in an interesting series of 
questions (unfortunately not yet answered) contained 
in the ' Notes and Queries.' This island is entirely 
surrounded by the ocean, which here contains a large 
amount of saline substance, crystallizing in cubes 
remarkable for their symmetry, and frequently dis- 
plays on its surface, during calm weather, the rain* 
bow tints of the celebrated South-Sea bubbles. The 
summers ere oppressively hot, and the winters very 
probably cold; but this fact cannot be ascertained 
precisely, as, for some peculiar reason, the mercury 
in these latitudes never shrinks, as in more norlhera 
regions, and thus the thermometer is rendered useless 
in winter. 

*■ The principal vegetable productions of the island 
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are the pepper tree and the bread-fmit tree* Peppex 
being very abundantly produced, a benevolent society 
was organized in London during the* la^t century for 
supplying the natives with vinegar and oysters, as an 
addition to that delightful condiment. [Note received 
from Dr. D. P.] It is said, howeveri that, as the oya* 
tcrs were of the kind called natives in England, the 
natives of Sumatra, in obedience to a natural instinct, 
refused to touch them, and confined themselves eu« 
tirely to the crew of the vessel in which they were 
brought over. This information was received from 
one of the oldest inhabitants, a native himself, and 
exceedingly fond of missionaries. He is said also to 
be very skilful in the cuisine peculiar to the issland. 

<^ During the season of gathering the pepper, the 
persons employed are subject to various incommodi- 
ties, the chief of which is violent and long-continued 
sternutation, or sneezing. Such is the vehemence 
of these attacks, that the unfortunate subjects of 
them are often driven backwards for great distances 
at immense speed, on the well-known principle of 
the aeolipile. Not being able to see where they are 
going, these poor creatures dash themselves to pieces 
against the rocks or are precipitated over the clif& 
and thus many valuable lives are lost annually. As, 
during the whole pepper-harvest, they feed exclusively 
on this stimulant, they become exceedingly irritable. 
The smallest injury is resented with ungovernable 
rage. A young man suffering from the pepper^fever 
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u it is called, cndgelled another most severely t<n 
appropriating a Bapeiannoated relative of trifling 
Taloe, end was only pacified by having a present 
made him of a pig of that pecaliar species of swine 
called the Peecavi by the Catholic Jen-s, who, it is 
vdl known, abstain from swine's flesh in imitation 
of the Mahometan Buddhists. 

** The bread-tree grows abnndantly. Its brancbei 
are well known to Europe and America under the 
familiar name of maeearoni. The smaller twigs are 
called vermicelli. They have a decided animal flavor, 
as may be observed in the soups containing them. 
Maccaroni, being tubular, is the favorite habitat of a 
very dangerous insect, which is rendered peculiarly 
ferocious by being boiled. The government of the 
island, therefore, never allows a stick of it to be ex- 
ported withoat being accompanied by a piston with 
which its cavity may at any time be thoroughly 
swept oat These are commonly lost or stolen 
before the maccaroni arrives among us. It therefore 
always contains many of these insects, which, 
however, generally die of old age in the ehops, so 
that accidents from this source are comparatively 
rare. 

" The fruit of the bread-tree consists principally 
of hot rolls. The buttered*maffin variety is sopposed 
to be a hybrid with the cocoa-nat palm, the cream 
found on the milk of the cocoa-nut exoding from the 
hybrid in the shape of butter, just as the ripe £rait is 
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splitting, so as to fit it for the tea-table, where it in 

commonly served up with cold " 

There, — I don't want to read any more of it. 

You see that many of these statements are highly 
improbable. — No, I shall not mention the papers — No, 
neither of them wrote it, though it reminds me of the 
style of these popular writers. I think the fellow 
who wrote it must have been reading some of their 
stories, and got them mixed np with his history and 
geography. I don't suppose he lies ; — ^he sells it to 
the editor, who knows how many squares off ^ Suma- 
tra" is. The editor, who sells it to the publi c 
By the way, the papers have been very civil — 
haven't they? — to the — the-»what d'ye call it?— 
"Northern Magazine," — isn't it? — got up by some 
of those Come-outers, down East, as an organ for 
their local peculiarities. — 

— The Professor has been to see me. Came in, 
glorious, at about twelve o'clock, last night Said 
he had been with " the boys." On inquiry, found 
that " the boys " were certain baldish and grayish old 
gentlemen that one sees or hears of in various im« 
portant stations of society. The Professor is one of 
the same set, but he always talks as if he had been 

out of college about ten years, whereas 

• • • [Each of these dots was a little nod, which the 
company understood, as the reader will, no doubt.] 
He calls them sometimes *^ the boys," and sometimes 
« the old fellows." Call him by the latter title, and 
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Bee bow he likes it — Well, be came in last night 
gloriousi aa I was saying. Of course I don't mean 
vinotudy exalted ; be drinks little wine, on sach occa- 
sions, and is well known to all the Peters and Pat- 
ricks as the gentleman who always has indefinite 
quantities of black tea to kill any extra glass of red 
claret he may have swallowed But the Professor 
says he always gets tipsy on old memories at these 
gatherings. He was, I forget how many years old 
when be went to the meeting ; just turned of twenty 
now, — he said. He made various |youthful proposals 
to me, including a duet under the' landlady's daugh- 
ter's window. He had just learned a trick, he said, 
of one of ^ the boys," of getting a splendid bass out 
of a door-panel by rubbing it with the palm of his 
hand. Offered to sing '< The sky is bright," accom- 
panying himself' on the front-door, if I would go 
down and help in the chorus. Said there never was 
such a set .of fellows as the old boys of the set he 
has been with. Judges, mayors. Congress-men, Mr. 
Speakers, leaders in science, clergymen better than 
famous, and famous too, poets by the half-dozen, 
singers with voices like angels, financiers, wits, three 
of the best laughers in the Commonwealth, engi- 
neers, agriculturists, — all forms of talent and knowl- 
edge he pretended were represented in that meeting. 
Then he began to quote Byron about Santa Croce, 
and maintained that he could '* furnish out creation" 
in all its details from that set of his. He would like 
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to have the whole boodle of thenii (I remonstrated 
against this word, bat the Professor said it was a 
diabolish good word, and he would have no other,) 
with their wives and children, shipwrecked on a re- 
mote island, just to see how splendidly they would 
reorganize society. They could build a city»— they 
have done it ; make constitutions and laws ; establish 
churches and lyceums ; teach and practise the heal- 
ing art; instruct in every department; found observ- 
atories; create commerce and manufactures; write 
songs and hymns, and sing 'em, and make instru- 
ments to accompany the songs with ; lastly, publish 
a journal almost as good as the ^ Northern Maga- 
zine," edited by the Come-outers. There was nothing 
they were not up to, from a christening to a hanging ; 
the last, to be sure, could never be called for, unless 
some stranger got in among them. -- 

1 let the Professor talk as long as he liked ; 

it didn't make much difference to me whether it was 
all truth, or partly made up of pale Sherry and simi- 
lar elements* All at once he jumped up and said,^- 

Don't you want fo hear what I just read to the 
boys ? 

I have had questions of a similar character asked 
me before, occasionally. A man of iron mould 
might perhaps say. No! I am not a man of iron 
mould, and said that I should be delighted. 

The Professor then read — ^with that alighfy sing- 
song cadence which is observed to be common in 
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poeta reading their own veraes — the following stak 
sas ; holding them at a focal distance of abont tw« 
feet and a haU^ with an occasional movement back 
or forward for better adjaatment, the appearance of 
which haa been liltened b; some impertinent young 
ibiks to that of the act of playing on the trombone. 
Hw eyesight was never better ; I have his word for lb 
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Flabb out a ■tream cf blood-recl miM ^ 

For I would drink to otbor d»yi ; 
And brighter ibatl their piemoi; (bino, 

Seeo flanuDg through tt) crimson bbue> 
Tha rosea die, tbe tunuiiert fade ; 

But every ghost of boybood'i dream 
Bf Naturp'i ma^ power i* laid 

To sleep beuefttb this blood-red stream. 

It filled the purple grapes that la/ 

And drank the splendon of the sun 
Where the long lumincr's cIoudlcM daj 

Is mirrorod in the broad Garonne ; 
It pictures still the bacchant shapes 

'Iliat saw their hoarded sunlight shed, — 
The maidens dancing on the grapes,— 

Their milk^wbite SkokJea splashed with rwL 

Beneath these waves of crimson lie, 

la rasj fetlen prisoned fast, 
TlMse OittiDg shapes that nere? die, 

Tba swifl-winged visions of the patf. 
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Siaa but tbe CT7atal'i niv«tio rim, 

Eub thadow rends iu flower; cbun, 
Springi in & bubble from its brim 

And walk* the cbunben of tba brain. 

Poor Besutj I tuna and fortune'i wroog 

No form nor feftture ma; wiUutand^^ 
Thy wrecks are Kattered ill along. 

Like emptied M«-«hellt on tbe aand j^ 
Yet, iprinkled with Ibii bliubiog rain, 

The dust rcitorea each blooming giri, 
Ai if the sea-ehellj moved again 

Thtttr glijitenlng Upa of pink and peari. 

Here lies the homo of •chool-bo]' life, 

With creaking stair and wind-swept iwU, 
And, icamsd by manj a truant knife, 

Our old initials on the wall ; 
Here rest — tbeir keen vibratiooi mnl^— 

The shout of voices known so well, — 

The rin^Dg laugh, the wailing flute. 

The chiding of the sharp-tongued belL 

Here, clad in burning robei, are laid 

Life's bloasomed joys, untimely shed ; 
And here those cherished forms have sti'Sjrad 

Wo miss awhile, and call them dead. 
What wizard fills the maddening glass t 

'^Vhat sml the enchanted clusters giWi 
That buried pasrions wake and pass 

In beodod drop* of Gory dew 1 

Nar, take the cup of blood-red wioe,^ 
Our hearts cu boast a warmer giow* 



) 
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FQbd frna s riatags mon ^vfae^^ 
CdBMd, bat DM ^QmI bjr wlalaA HOW I 

IVmui^ tba jwImT «»*• we' alp 
Uck M tb« priMks dni^ dMa b* 

Ibt mt ib« bfU* tf CuK-k Bpr- 
Ika wvddiiv wiM flf GUilM I 



VI 

Sin baa manj toob, but a lie !■ tlw buidlfl wblob 
its them alL 

1 thiak, Sir, — eaid the diTini^-stndeot, — yoa 
most iatead that for one of the sayiagB of the Seven 
Wise Mea of Boston you weie Bpeaking of the other 
day. 

I thank yon, my yonog friend, — vraa my reply^— 
bnt I mnst say something better than that, before I 
coold pretend to fiU oat the number. 

The echooImiBtresB wanted to know how 

many of these Bayings there were on record, and 
' what, and by whom said. 

Why, let OB see, — there is that one of Ben< 

jvnin Franklin, " the great Bostonian," after whom 
tliJa lad was named. To be mre, be said a great 
many wise things, — and I don't feel sore he didn't 
borrow this, — be speaks as if it were old. But then 
ba applied it so neatly ! — 
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" He that has once done yon a kindness will bu 
more ready to do you another than he whom yoa 
yourself have obliged." 

Then there is that glorious Epicurean paradox, 
altered by my friend, the Historian, in one of hia 
flauhing moments : — 

» (jive OS the luxuries of life, and we will dispense 
with its necessaries." 

To these must certainly be added that other say* 
ing of one of the wittiest of men : — 

" Good Americans, when they die, go to Paris." 

The divinity-student looked grave at this, but 

Haid norhing. 

The sclioolmistress spoke out, and said she didn't 
think the wit meant any irreverence. It was only 
another way of saying, Paris is a heavenly place 
after New York or Boston. 

A jaunty-looking person, who had come in with 
the young fellow they call John, — evidently a stran- 
ger, — aaid there was one more wi«e man's saying 
that he had heard ; it was about oar place, but h* 
didn't know who said it — A civil cariosity was 
manifceted by the company to bear the fourth wise 
■ajing. I heard him distinctly whispering to the 
young fellow who brought him to dinner. Shall I 
tcU it? To which the answer was, Oo ahead! — 
Well, — be said, — this was what I heard : — 

" Boston State-House is the hub of the solar ays- 
tao). Yon couldn't pry that oot of a Boston maa 
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if yra had the tiie of «11 ovation straightened oot 
fot ■ crowbar.*' 

Sir, — Mid It — I am Ratified with yoor remark. It 
expreeaea with pleaaing Tivad^ that wtiioh I have 
•ometimet heard uttered with malignant doltteii. 
The ntiie of the remaA la eiaentially tme of Boetoo, 
— and of all other conaidenble — and inoonsiderabla 
^■frfaces with which I have had the i»inlege of 
being acqoainted. Cockney* think London is £be 
only place in the worid. Ftanchmeo — ^yoa lemem* 
ber the line abont Paris, the Conrt, the World, eti>— 
I recollect well, by the way, a sign in that city which 
ran thoa: •'Hdtel de rUairers et dea^ta UnU"; 
aud as Paris if the nniverae to a Frenchman, of 
course the United States are outside of it. — ** See 
Naples and then die." — It is qnite as bad mth 
smaller places. I have been about, lecturing, yon 
know, and have found the following propositions to 
bold tme of all of them. 

L The axis of the earth aticks out visibly through 
the centre of each and every town <« dty, 

2. If more than fifty years have passed since its 
foundation, it is afiectionately styled by the inhale 

tants the ** good old town of (whatever its name 

may happea to be.) 

3. Every collec^on of its inhabitants that cornea 
together to listen to a stranger is invariably declared 
to be a " remaricably Intelligent audience." 

4. The (dimate of -the place is particniady favor- 
al^ to longevi^. 



I 
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5. It contains eeveral peraona of vast talent little 
known to the world. (One or two of tbem, yoa 
may perhaps chance to remember, aent abort pieces 
to the " Pactoli&n ** some time since, which were 
** respectfully declined.") 

Boston 18 juat like other places of ita size ;— only 
perhapa, considering ita excellent fifth-market, paid 
fire-department, superior monthly pablications, and 
correct habit of spelling the Engliah langaage, it baa 
Bome right to look down on the mob of cities. FU 
tell you, though, if you want to know it, what is the 
real ofTcnce of Boston. It draina a large water-ehed 
of its intellect, and will not itself be drained. If it 
would only send away its first-rate men, inatead of 
of ita second-rate ones, (no offence to the well-known 
exceptiona, of which we are always proud,) we 
should be Epared auch epigrammatic remarks as that 
which the gentleman has quoted. There can never 
be a real metropolia in this country, until the biggest 
centre can drain the leaaer ones of their talent and 
wealth. — I have observed, by the way, that the people 
who really live in two great cities are by no means 
so jealous of each other, as are those of smaller 
cities situated within the intellectual basin, or sttc- 
tion-roTige, of one large one, of the pretensions of 
any other. Don't you see why? Became their 
promising young author and rising lawyer and large 
capitalist have been drained o£ to the neighboring 
big city, — their prettiest girl has been exported to 
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the nnifl market; all tbdr ambition points them, 
and all their thin gildiag of ^arf comes from tbera^ 
I bate Uttle toad-eating lutiea. 

^^WodUI I be 10 good as to specify any pai> 
tienlar example t — Ob, — an example? Did 70a erer 
Me a beai^tzapT Nerert Wdl, sboaldnt yon like 
to see me pat my foot into one? With aeotifflent* 
of the highest consideration I most beg leave to be 



Besides, some of the smaller cities are channin^ 
If they hare an old ohnrcb or two, a few stately 
manaionB of fonaer grandees, here and there an old 
dwelling with the second story projectjng, (for the 
convenience of Bhooting the Indians knocking at the 
front-door with their tomahawks,} — if they have, scat- 
tered abont, those migh^ square bonses boilt some- 
thing more than half a century ago, and standing 
like aichitectural boalders dropped by the former 
dilavinm of wealth, whose refluent wave has left 
them as its monument, — if they have gardens with 
elbowed apple-trees that pasb their branches over 
the high board-fence and drop their fruit on the 
side-walk, — if they have a little grass in the side- 
streets, enough to betoken qoiet without proclaiming 
decay,^ — I think I could go to pieces, after my life's 
work were done, in one of those tranquil places, as 
sweetly as in any cradle that an old man may be 
rocked to sleep in. i. visit sach spots always vrith 
infinite delight My iriend, tjie Poet, says, that 
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rapidly growing towns are most anfavoroble to the 
imaginative and reflective faculties. Let a man live 
io one of these old .quiet places, he says, and the 
wine of his soul, which is kept thick and turbid by 
the rattle of busy streets, settles, and, as yoa bold it 
np, you may see the sun through it by day and the 
stars by night 

Do I think that the little villages have the 
conceit of the great towns? — I don't believe thore ia 
much difference. Yon know how they read Pope'a 
line in the smallest town in our State of Mawa^ 
chusetta?— Well, they read it 

"All axe but pftrtiof oncitupenilout HuiJ.1' 

Every person's feelings have a frontnloor and 

a side-door by which they may be entered. The 
front-door is on the street Some keep it always 
open ; some keep it latched ; some, locked ; aome, 
bolted, — with a chain that will let yoa peep in, bat 
not get in ; and some nail it up, so that nothing can 
pass its threshold. This front-door leads into a pad- 
sage which opens into an ante-room, and this into 
the interior apartments. The sidc^loor opens at 
once into the sacred chambers. 

There is almost always at least one key to ibis 
side-door. This is carried for years hidden io a 
mother's bosom. Fathers, brothers, sisters, a.nd 
friends, often, but by no means so aniversalty, have 
duplicates of it The wedding-ring conveys a right 
to ons; nias, if none is given with it! • 
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If ofttnn or aeeidetit haa pat one of tiwse keys 
Into the baocU of a perwa wfao bas the torturing io- 
■tinet, I can only ■olemnly ptonoaace the words that 
Jofltioe atten over its doomed Tietiin, — 7%a Lord 
4av« wtereif <m j/our aoal! Yon will probably go 
mad within a reasonable time, — or, If yoa are a man, 
ran off and die with yoar head on a curb-stone, in 
Melboame or San Frandsoo, — or, if yoa are a 
woman, qaanel and hteak yoor 'heart, or torn into 
ft pale, jointed petrifaction that moves aboat as if it 
were alive, or play some real life-tragedy at other. 

Be very carefol to whom yoa trust one of these 
keys of the side-door. The fact of possessing one 
renders those even who are dear to you very terrible 
at times. Yon can keep the world ont from yoor 
front-door, or receive viutors only when you are 
ready for them ; but those of your own flesh and 
blood, or of certain grades of intimacy, can come in 
at the side-door, if they will, at any hour end in any 
mood. Some of them have a scale of yoor whole 
nervous system, and can play all the gamut of your 
aennbilities in semitones, — ^touching the naked nerve- 
palps as a pianist strikes the keys of his instm- 
ment. I am satisfied that there are as great masters 
of this nerve-playing as Vteoxtemps or Thalberg in 
their lines of performance. Married life is the school 
in which the most accompliiihed artists in this de- 
DOitment are found. A delicate woman is the best 
iiistmmeBt ; she has snob a magnificent compass of 



THE AUTOOEAT OF TUE BEEAKFAST-TABLE. 14^ 

sensibilities! From the deep inward moan which 
follows pressure on the great nerves of right, to the 
sharp cry as the filamcntit of taste are struck with a 
crashing sweep, is a range which no other instrument 
possesses. A few exercises on it daily at home fit it 
man wonderfully for his habitual labors, and refresh 
him immensely oa he returns from them. No atrangef 
can get a great many notes of torture out of a human 
soul ; it takes one that knows it well, — parent, cbiJd, 
brother, sister, intimate. Be very careful to whom 
you give a side-door key ; too many have them al> 
ready. 

You remember the old story of the tender* 

hearted man, who placed a firozen viper in his bosom, 
and was stung by it when it became thawed? If we 
take a cold-blooded creature into our bosom, better 
that it should sting us and we should die than "that 
its chill should slowly steal into our hearts ; warm it 
we never can! I have seen faces of women that 
were fair to look upon, yet one could see that the 
icicles were forming round these women's heajfs. I 
knew what freezing image lay on the white breasta 
beneath the lares ! 

A very simple inielleetual mechanism answers the 
necessities of friendship, and even of the moat inti- 
mate relations of life. If a watch tells us the hone 
and the minute, we can be content to carry it aboat 
with as for a life-time, though it has do second-hand 
uid is not a repeater, nor a musical watch, — thoogh 
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it U not enuneOed nor jeweDed, — in Bfaort, tbvagfa U 
h»a little beyond the wheels reqniml for a tnut* 

' wortbj inbtmmeitt, added to a good face and a pdr 
of nwfal band*. The mom wheels there an io a 
watch or a brain, the mate trouble they an to take 
eanofl The movementB of exaltation which belong 
to genim are egotistio by their Tery nature. A calm, - 
dear mind, not sntijeot to the Bpasms and cntea 
which are so often met with in creative or intensely 
peneptiTe natorea, is the best bans for love or friend* 
sbipb — Obeerre, I am talking aboat mMs. I woD*t 
say, the mora inteUect, the leu capacity for loving; 
tot that would do wrong to tfae understanding and 
leason ; — but, on the other hand, that the brain often 
runs away with the hearths beet blood, which gives 
the world a few pagns of wisdom or sentiment 
or poetry, instead of making one other heart happy, 
I have 00 question. 

If one's intimate in love or friendship cannot ot 
does not share all one's intellectual tastes or porenits, 
that i^a small matter. Intellectual companions can 

, be found easily in men anJ books. After all, if we 
think of it^ most of the world's loves and friendship's 
have been between people that could not read nor 
•peU. 

But to radiate the heat of the affections into a do^,* 
which absorbs all that is poured into it^ bat never 
warms beneath the sunshine of smiles or the pressors 
of band ot lip, — this is the great martyrdom of sen* 



J 
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iiUve beings, — most of all ia that perpetual auto da 
U where young womanhood is the sacrifice. 

You noticed, perhaps, what I just said about 

the loves and friendships of illiterate persons, — that 
is, of the haman race, with a few exceptions here 
and there. I like books, — I was bom and bred 
among tbem, and have the easy feeling, when I get 
into their presence, that a stable-boy has among 
horses. I don't think I undervalae them either as 
companions or as instmctors. Bat I can't help re* 
rocmbering that the world's great men have not 
commonly been great scholars, nor its great scbolan 
great men. The Hebrew patriarchs had small libra- 
ries, I think, if any ; yet they represent to our imag> 
jnations a very complete Idea of manhood, and, I 
think, if we could aak in Abraham to dine with as 
men of letters next Saturday, we should feel honored 
by his company. 

What I wanted to say about books ia this: that 
there ore times in which eveiy active mind feel* 
itself above any and all human books. 

1 think a man must have a good opinion of 

himself. Sir, — said the divinity-student, — who should 
feel himself above Sbakspeare at any time. 

My young friend, — I replied, — the man who is 
never conscious of a state of feeling or of intellcotual 
effort entirely beyond expression by any form of words 
whatuoever is a mere creature of language. I can 
hardly believe there are any such nwn. Wbjr, think 
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tor a moment of tbs power of moria The nervei 
Hiat make as alire to it spread oat (so the Plrofesaoc 
teUs roe) In the most sensitiTe region of the murow 
jnst where it is widening to nm npwards into the 
bemiq;>heKS. It has its seat io the region of sense 
xather than of thoaght Yet it {nodnces a oontina* 
one and, as it were, lo^oal sequence of emotional 
and intellectaal changes; but bow different fiora 
trains of thongbt proper ! how entirely beyond the 
reach of symbols!— Think of bnman passionv as 
oompared with bU phrases ! Sid yon erer hear of a 
man's growing lean by the reading of " Borneo and 
Juliet," or blowing his brains oat because Desdcmona 
was maligned? There are a good many symbols, 
even, that are more expressive than words. I re* 
member a young vife who bad to part with her hus- 
band for a time. She did not write a mournful 
poem ; indeed, she was a ulent person, and perhaps 
hardly said a word about it; but she. quietly turned 
of a deep orange color with jaundice. A great many 
people in this world have but one form of rhetoric 
for their profoundest experiences, — namely, to wasia 
away and die. When a man can read, his paroxyi<m 
of feeling is passing. When he can read, his thought 
has slackened its hold. — You talk about reading 
Shakspeare, using bim as an expression for the 
highest intellect, and yon wonder that any common 
person should be so presumptuous as to suppose his 
UMugbt can rise above the text which lies before 
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him. But think a moment A child's reading of 
SLakspeare is one thing, and Coleridge's or Schle* 
gel's reading of him is another. The saturation- 
point of each mind differs from that of every other. 
But I think it is as true for the small mind which 
can only take up a little as for the great one which 
takes up much, that the suggested trains of thought 
and feeling ought always to rise above — ^not the 
author, but the reader's mental version of the author, 
whgever he may be. 

I think most readers of Shakspeare sometimes 
I find themselves thrown into exalted mental condi- 
\ tions like those produced by music. Then they may • 
drop the book, to pass at once into the region of 
thought without words. We may happen to be 
very dull folks, you and I, and probably are, unless 
there is some particular reason to suppose the con- 
trary. But we get glimpses now and then of a 
sphere of spiritual possibilities, where we, dull as we 
are now, may sail in vast circles round the largest 
compass of earthly intelligences. 

1 confess there are times when I feel like the 

friend I mentioned to you some time ago,— >1 hate 
the very sight of a book. Sometimes it becomes 
almost a physical necessity to talk out what is in 
the mind, before putting anything else into it It is 
very bad to have thoughts and feelings, which were 
meant to come out in talk, strike tn, as they say of 

some comnlaints that ought to show outwardly. 

7* 
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I always believed in life rather thaa In books. I 
■appose every day of earth, with its hundred thoD* 
sand deaths and something more of births,^ — with its 
lores aod hates, its triamphs and defeats, its pangs 
and blisses, has more of bamanity in it than all the 
books that weie ever written, pnt together. I believe 
the flowers growing at this moment send ap more 
fragrance to heaven than was ever exhaled from all 
the essences ever distilled. 

Don'i I read ap varioas matters to talk about 

at this table or elsewhere 1 — No, that is the last thing 
I would da I will tell you my rule. Talk about 
those subjects you have had long in your mind, and 
listen to what othera say about subjects you have 
studied but recently. Knowledge and timber 
shouldn't be much used till they are seasoned. 

^^— Physiologists and metaphysicians have had 
their attention turned a good deal of late to the 
automatic and involuntary actions of the mind. Put 
ao idea into your intelligence and leave it there an 
hour, a day, a year, without ever having occasion to 
. refer to it When, at last, you return to it, you do 
not find it as it was when acquired. It has domi- 
ciliated itself, so to speak, — become at home, — 
entered into relations with your other thoughts, and 
integrated itself with the whole fabric of the mind. 
—Or take a simple and familiar example ; Dr. Car- 
penter has adduced it You foiget a name, in con- 
veraatioa, — go on talking, without making any effort 
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to recall it, — and presently the mind evolves it by 
its own involuntary and nnconscioua action, vhile 
yon were pursuing another train of thought, and tbo 
name rises of itself to your lips. 

There are some curious observaUons I should lika 
to make about the mental machinery, but I think w« 
are getting rather didactic. 

— I should be gratified, if Benjamin Franklin 
would let me know something of his progress in the 
French language. I rather liked that exercise be 
read us the other day, though I must confess I sboiild 
hardly dare to translate it, for fear some people in a 
remote city where I once lived might think I was 
drawing their portraits. 

Yes, Pane ia a famous place for socueties. I 

don't know whether the piece I mentioned from the 
French author was intended simply as Natural His* 
tory, or whether there was 'not a little malice in 
bis description. At any rate, when I gave my tnin»- 
lation to B. F. to turn back again into French, one 
reason was that I thought it would sound a little 
bald in English, and some people might think it wai 
meant to have some local bearing or other, — which 
the author, of course, didn't mean, inasmuch as be 
could not be acquainted with anything on this aide 
of the water. 

[The above remarks were addressed to the school* 
mistress, to whom I handed the paper after looking 
it ovet The divinity-student came and read over 
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her ■bcmlder^— reiy cnrioiu, ■pparentljT) but bu ejm' 
wandered, I tboaght Faneying that her iHeatbiiig 
vu somewhat harried and high, or tMoraeiCf aa my 
friend, the PtafesMW, ealb it, I vatcbed her a littlp 
more elooely^— It is none of my bDsiness.~Ailer all, 
it is the impondeiables that more the worid, — heat, 
electricity, lava^^Habtt f] 

This is tbe piece that Benjamin Franklin made 
into boarding-school French, soch as yon see here ; 
don't expect too moch ;— tbe mistakes give a relish 
to it, I thinL 

LES SOCI^I^ POLTPHTSIOPHILOSOPHIQURa 

Ces Soci^lA li lont one Inititution pour mpplder mix besoiu 

d'eiprit M ik cnar de cet iDdtvidui qni ont nirvtea k laiin tmt^ 

tioai k regard da beM teze, et qm o'ont pM Im diitnclioii di' 

I'babitad* d« boiro. 

Poor devenir ncmbre d'nne d« ce* SociiJUi, on doit kToir la 
BWiii* <Ie cbcTcux poniUe. 811 y to rette plaiiean (^ reMtent 
tax d^iIaloir«i naturellci et aatres, on doit Bvoir quelquet con- 
iniwiiinn. nlmporta daiu qnel genre. -Dii le mooient qn'on 
ovTre U porta de U Soci<li, on a un grand Inttret dani toatcf 
lea cboNa dont on na uit ri«n. Ainn, nn microicopiite ddmontre 
BB Boovean flexor dn Utrtt d*un awMonrta wdgan*. Douie ta< 
TUu improTiiti, portani doa beMclei, et qua ne oonnai«Hnt ricn del 
tfwectw, m ce n'o«t lea nonnret da cute, M precipitant tnr 11n»tru- 
ment, et Tsicnt — nne grando bulle d'air, dont ill •'^mervciOent areo 
cffoMoo. Ce qai tA an tpectacle plein dlngtraction— pour ceax 
qui ne loatpMdeladiM SocitfU. Toni let membre* re(t)trdent lea 
chimiitet ea partieulier aree un ur dlnlelligence parTaito pendant 
^TI»pn»T en tdaii»iui Jiacourad'one demihenrD que U* N* H* C* 
«ao. ftat qnelqas eboae qui nW bonne k ties, mui qui probable 
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ment a une odcur tr^ d^sagrdable, solon lliabitude des produiti 
chimiques. Apr^ celk vicnt an matb^madeien qui tous boaire 
ATcc des a+& et vous rapporte enfin ud x+jr« doQt tous n'aTez pai 
besoin et qui ne cbango nullcment roe relations arec la vie. Un 
naturaliste vous parle des formations sp^dalos des animanx exce» 
sivement inconnus, dont vous n'avez jamais soup^oon^ Texistence. 
Ainsi il vous d^crit \es /oUicules de Vappendix vermiformu d'on dxig* 
guetaL Vous ne savez pas cc que c'est qu'un foUieule* Vons ne 
savez pas ce que c'est qu'un appendix uermi/ormis. Voos n'avex 
jamais cntendu parlcr du dzigguetau Ainsi vous gagnez toutes ces 
connaissances k la fois, qui s'attachcnt k votic esprit comme I'ean 
adhere aux plumes d*un canard. On connait toutes les Ungues 
ex officio en devenant mcmbre d'une de ces Soci^tds. Ainsi 
quand on en tend lire un Essai sur Ics dialectcs Tchutcbiens, on 
comprend tout cclA de suite, et s'lnstruit ^normtoent. 

II y a deux esp^ccs dlndivldus qu*on tronve toujours k cei 
Soci^tds : 1' Le membre k questions ; 2* Le membre k ^ Bjriawi.* 

La qwsiion est une sp^cialit^. Celui qui en fait metier ne fait 
jamais des nSponses. La question est une mani^re tr^ commode 
de dire les cboses suivantes : ** Mo voilk 1 Je ne suis pas fossil, 
moi,— je respire encore 1 J*ai des id^es, — voyez mon intelligence I 
Vous ne croyiez pas, vous autre s, quo jo savais quclquo choae de 
celi I Ab, nous avons un peu de sagacity voyez vous 1 Kous ne 
sommes nuUement la bdte qu'on pcnse I "-^Le/aisevr de quetiioni 
danne peu d'aUention aux reponsee qu*on fail ; ce n'estpoM Id dam 
sa $pidalili, 

Le membre k *' Bylaws " est le boucbon do toutes lea ^modona 
mousscuscs et gdndrcuscs qui se montrcnt dans la Socidt^. C*est 
un empereur manqu^, — un tyran k la troisi^mo trituration* (Test 
un esprit dur, bomd, exact, grand dans les petitesscs, petit darn 
les grandeurs, selon le mot du grand JefTcrson. On ne Taime pas 
dans la Socidtd, mais on In rcspecte et on lo craint II n'j a qu'uu 
mot pour ce membre audcssus de ** Bylaws." Ce mot est pour 
lui ce que I'Om est aux Hindous. C'est sa religion ; il n'jr a riea 
andeli. Ce mot U c'est la Constitution 1 
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Loditta Sodtttm poUient dot reuDlebm da tcmi en tein& On 
Im b«a*fl (ibandonnA k m porte, nn* comoie dm enfkiu noaTMo- 
mit, ftnU de membnofl cotu^ oa mCme p^>]mcte Si on 
tim» k batAii!i]ne, od jr tronre nnl nUinaire nir Icm coquillea ; ■ 
M (Ut del Audea sooli^iquM, oa trouTe nn gnai tM d« qV — '( 
ea qni doit ttra infinimcnt pint oommode que lei maeytUtpidMk 
Aiam il ett cUir ccmdiim I» mjuphjtiqne qa'on doit d«venir ibmB' 
in d^a« SoaM telle que noni d^onToiu, 

BtmtU pour U DtpUaioiri Pkj/tiopkilomtpUqu: 

Chanx Tivo lb. m. Eui bouillante Oj. 

IMpiles avec. PoIi«es eniuita. 

1 told the boy that bis translation into P^ch 

was creditable to him ; and some of the company 
wishing to hear what there was in the piece that 
made roc smile, I turned it into English for them, as 
well an 1 could, on the spot 

The landlady'^ daughter seemed to be much 
amused by the idea tliat a depilatory could take the 
place of literary and scientific accomplishments; she ■ 
wanted me to print the piece, so that she might send 
a copy of it to her cousin in Mizzourah ; she' didn't 
think he'd have to do anything to the outside of his 
tiead to get into any of the eocieties ; he had to wear 
a wig once, when he played a part in a tabullo. 

No, — said I, — I shouldn't think of printing that in 
Englifh. m tell yon why. As soon as you get a 
few thousand people together in a town, there is 
somebody that every sharp thing you say is sure to 
hit What if a thing was written in Paris or in _ 
Pekin ? — that makes no diflerence. Everybody in 
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tfaose cities, or almost everybody, has bia coanterpart 
liere, and in all large places. — Yoa never studied 
averages att I have had occasion to. 

ril tell you how I came to know so much about 
averages. There was one season when I was lectar- 
ing, commonly, five evenings in the week, through 
most of the lectaring period. I soon fo»nd, as most 
speakers do, that it was pleasanter to work one lec- 
ture than to keep several in band. 

Don't yoa get sick to death of one lecture ? — 

said the landlady's daughter, — who had a new dress 
on that day, and vas in spirits for conversation. 

I was going to talk about averagesf — I said, — bat 
I have no objection to telling you about lectures, to 
begin with. 

A new lecture always has a certain excitement 
connected with its delivery. One thinks well of it, 
• as of most things fresh from his mind. After a few 
deliveries of it, one gets tired and then disgusted 
with its repetition. Go on delivering it, and the dis* 
guat passes off, until, after one baa repeated it a 
hundred or a hundred and fifty times, he ratber 
enjoys the hundred and first or hundred and fifty- 
first time, before a new audience. But tbis is oa 
one condition,-7-that he never lays the lecture down 
and lets it cool. If he does, there comes on a loath- 
ing for it which la intense, so that the sight of tbe 
old battered manuscript i& as bad as sea-sickness, 

A new lecture is just like any other new tooL Wa 
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use H for a whOe with f^eaaure. Then it blisters om 
hands, and we hate to toach it; By-and-bjr oni 
hands get ealloas, and then we have no longer any 
seoutiTeness aboat it Bnt if we gi,Te it apt the 
calloset disappear; and if we meddle with it again, 
we miss the novelty and get the bUstns< — The story 
is oiten quoted of Whitefield, that he said a sermon 
was good for nothing until it had been preached 
for^ times, A lectare doesat b^n to be old until 
it has passed its hundredth delivery; and some, I 
think, have doubled, if not qoadrupled, that number. 
These old lectures are a mac's best, commonly; 
they improve by age, also, — like the pipes, fiddles, 
and poems I told you of the other day. One learna 
to make the most of their strong points and to carry 
off their weak odes, — to take out the really good 
things which don't tell on the audience, and put in 
cheaper things that do. All this degrades him, of 
course, but it improves the lectare for general deliv- 
ery. A thoroughly popular lecture ought to have 
nothing in it which five hundred people cannot all 
take in a flash, just as it is uttered. 

No, indeed, — I should be very sony to say 

anything disrespectful of audiences. I have been 
bindly treated by a great many, and may occasion* 
ally iace one hereafter. But I tell you the aver- 
age intellect of five hundred persons, taken as 
(hey come, is not very high. It may be sound and 
■«fe, so lar as it goes, bat it is not very rapid or 
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prnfonnd. A lecture ought to be something which 
all can understand, about something which interests 
everybody. I think, that, if any experienced lecturel 
gives you a difTerent account firooi this, it will prob* 
ably be one of those eloquent or forcible speakers 
who hold an audience by the charm of their maoner, 
whatever they talk about,— even when they don't 
talk very well. 

But an av^og'e, which was what I meant to speak 
about, ia one of the most extraordinary aabjects of 
observation and study. It is awful la its aniforroity, 
in its automatic necessity of action. Two conami^ 
nitics of ants or bees are exactly alike in all their 
actions, so far as we can see. Two lyceum aasem- 
blies, of five hundred each, are so nearly alike, that 
they are absolutely undistingoishable in many cases 
by any definite mark, and there is nothing but the 
place and time by which one can tell the "remarka- 
biy intelligent audience " of a town In New York or 
Ohio from one in any New England town of similar 
.'ize. Of course, if any principle of selection has 
come in, as in those upecial associations of young 
mRn which are common in cities, it deranges the oni- 
forinity of the assemblage. But Let there be no such 
interfering circumstances, and one knows pretty well 
even the look the audience will have, before he goes 
in. Front Beats: a few old folks, — shiny-headed, — 
slant up best ear towards the speaker,— drop off 
asleep after a while, when the air befpos to get « 
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1JU]« narcotic with carbonic add. Bright woroen's 
&cei', joung and middle-aged, a little behind these, 
bot toward the front — (pick ont the best, and lecture 
mainljT to that) Here and there a ooantenanco, 
sharp and scholaiitke, and a dozen pretty female 
ones sprinkled aboat. An indefinite number of purs 
of young people, — happy, bat not always very at* 
tentive. Boys, in the background, more or less 
qnieL Doll faces here, there, — in how many places 1 
I don't say doll people, but faces witboat a ray of 
sympathy or a movement of expression. They are 
what kill the lecturer. These negative faces with 
their vacuous eyes and stony lineaments pump and 
suck the warm eoul out of him ;— that is the chief 
reason vchy lecturers grow so pale before the season 
is over. Tbey render latent any amount of vital 
caloric ; they act on our minda as those cold-blooded 
creatures I was talking about act on our hearts. 

Out of all these inevitable elements the audience 
is generated, — a great compound vertebrate, as much 
tike fifty others you have seen as any two mammals 
of the same species are like each olher. Each audi- 
ence laughs, and each cries, in just tbe same places 
of your lecture ; that is, if yon make one laugh or 
cry, you make alL Even those little indescribable 
movements which a lecturer takes cognizance of, 
iust as a driver notices his horn's cocking his ears, 
are sure to come in exactly the same place of your 
.wtore always. I declare to you, that, as the monk 
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said about the picture in the convent, — that he some* 
times thought the living tenants were the shadows, 
and the painted figures the realities, — I have some* 
times felt as if I were a wandering spirit, and this 
great unchanging multivertebrate which I faced night 
after night was one ever-listening animal, which 
writhed along after me wherever I fled, and coiled at 
my feet every evening, turning up to me the same 
sleepless eyes which I thought I had closed with my 
last drowsy incantation ! 
Oh, yes ! A thousand kindly and courteous 



acts, — a thousand faces that melted individually out 
of my recollection as the April snow melts, but only 
to steal away and find the beds of flowers whose 
roots are memory, but which blossom in poetry and 
dreams. I am not ungrateful, nor unconscious of all 
the good feeling and intelligence everywhere to be 
met with through the vast parish to which the lec- 
turer ministers. But when I set forth, leading a 
string of my mind's daughters to market, as the 

country^pfolk fetch in their strings of horses Pardon 

me, that was a coarse fellow who sneered at the sym- 
pathy wasted on an unhappy lecturer, as if, because 
he was decently paid for his services, he had there- 
fore sold his sensibilities. — Family men get dreadfully 
honesick. In the remote and bleak village the heart 
returns to the red blaze of the logs in one*s fireplace 
at home. 

^ There are hia young barbariaxiB all at play,*-* 
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if he owns maj Toathfol sangefc— No, the world bae 
a million roosts for • mui, bat oolj ooe nest* 

——It is a fine thing to be an cvaele to which an 
appeal is always made in all discoBslona. The men 
of &cts wait their toni in giim silence, with that 
■light tension about the nostrils which the oonscions* 
ness of carrying a ''settler'* in the form of a iact 
or a icTolTer giTcs the individoal thus armed. When 
a person is really full of information, and does not 
abase it to crash conversation. Us part is to that of 
the real talkers what the instnimental accompani- 
ment is in a trio or qnartette of Tocalists. 

What do I mean by the real talkers?— Why, 

the people with fresh ideas, of course, and plenty of 
good warm woids to dress them in. Facts always 
yield the place of honor, in conversation, to thoughts 
about facts; but if a false note is uttered, down 
comes the finger on the key and the man of facts 
asserts his true dignity. I have known three of these 
men of &cts, at least, who were always formidablf^ 
— and one of them was ^pwinnicaL 

Yes, a man sometimes makes a grand appear' 

ance on a particular occasion ; but these men knew 
aomething about almost everything, and never made 
mistakes.— He 7 Veneers in first-rate style. The 
mahogany scales off now and then in spots, and then 

yoa see the cheap light staff — I found very fine 

in oooversational informatioa, the other day when 
we were in oompany. The talk tan upon moon- 
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tains. He was wonderfully well acquainted with 
the leading fact^ about the Andes, the Apennines, and 
the Appalachians ; be had nothing in particular to 
say about Ararat, Ben Nevis, and various other 
mountains that were mentioned. By and by some 
Revolutionary anecdote came up, and be showed 
singular familiarity with the lives of the Adamses, 
and gave many details relating to Major Andr^. A 
point of Natural History being suggested, he gave 
an excellent account of the air-bladder of fishes. He 
was very full upon the subject of agriculture, but 
retired from the conversation when horticulture was 
introduced in the discussion. So he seemed well 
acquainted with the geology of anthracite, but did 
not pretend to know anything of other kinds of coaL 
There was something so odd about the extent and 
limitations of his knowledge, that I suspected all at 
once what might be the meaning of it, and waited 
till I got an opportunity. — Have you seen the ** New 
American CyclopaBdia ? " said L — I have, he replied ; 
I received an early copy. — How far does it go ? — He 
turned red, and answered, — To Araguay^ — Oh, said 
I to myself, — not quite so far as Ararat ; — ^that is the 
reason he knew nothing about it ; but he must have 
read all the rest straight through, and, if he can 
remember what is in this volume until he has read 
all those that are to come, he will know more than I 
ever thought he would. 
Since I had this experience, I hear that somebody 
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else bas related a similai etory. I didn't borrow it, 
for all that. — I made a comparison at table some 
time since, which has often been quoted and received 
many compliments. It was that of the tnind of a 
.1 bigot to 'the pupil of the eye; the more light you 
j pour on it, the more it contracts. The simile is a 
/ very obvious, and, I suppose I may now say, a 
happy one ; for it has just been shown me that It 
occurs in a Preface to certain Political Poems of 
Thomas Moore's published long before my remark 
waa repeated. When a person of fair character for 
literary honesty ases an image aach as another has 
employed before him, the presamption is, that he has 
struck upon it independently, or onconsciottBly re- 
called it, supposing it his own. 

It is impossible to tell, in a great many cases, 
Trhether a' comparison which suddenly sn^ests itself 
is a new conception or a recollection. I told yon 
the other day that I never wrote a line of verse that 
seemed to me comparatively good, but it appeared 
old -at once, and often as if it bad been borrowed. 
Bat I confess I never sospected the above compari* 
son of being old, except firom the fact of its obvious- 
ness. It is proper, however, that I proceed by a 
formal instmment to relinquish all claim to any prop- 
erty in an idea given to the worH at abont the time 
when I had jost joined the class in which Master 
Thomas Moore was then a somewhat advanced 
•cbolar. 



I 
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I, therefore, in full possession of my native honesty, 
bat knowing the liability of all men to be elected to 
public ofRce, and for that reason feeling uncertain 
how soon I may be in danger of losing it, do hereby 
renounce all claim to being considered 'iie first per- 
son who gave utterance to a certain simile or com- 
parison referred to in the accompanying documentsi 
and relating to the pupil of the eye on the one part 
and the mind of the bigot on the other. I hereby 
relinquish all glory and profit, and especially all 
claims to letters from autograph collectors, founded 
upon my supposed property in the above comparison, 
— knowing well, that, according to the laws of Ilteiw 
ature, they who speak first hold the fee of the thing 
said. I do also agree that all Editors of Cyclopedias 
and Biographical Dictionaries, all Publishers of Re- 
views and Papers, and all Critics writing therciui 
shall be at liberty to retract or qualify any opinion 
predicated on the supposition that I was the sole and 
undisputed author of the above comparison. But, 
inasmuch as I do afHrm that the comparison afore- 
said was uttered by me in the firm belief that it was 
new and wholly my own, and as I have good reason 
to think that I had never seen or heard it when first 
expressed by me, and as it is well known that difler 
ent persons may independently utter the same ideai 
—as is evinced by that familiar line from Dona 
his^ 

** Fereant ill! qui ante nof nostra dlzerttnt,"— 
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DOW, therefore, I do raqaeit by. tbia {oBtrameat that 
all weD-dUposed persOM will abBtun from anerting 
or implying that I am opea to any accusation what* 
Boever tODchiog the said companson, and, if they 
bare w) uwerted or implied, that they will have the 
tnuiUaeu forthwith to retract the same assertion ot 
iaaionatioiL 

I think few perBons hvn % greater disgoat for 
plagiarism thaa my«et£ If I bad even nispected 
that the idea in qoestiim was boiiowed, I Bbonld 
have disclaimed originalifrjri or mentioned the coin- 
cidence, as I once did in a case where I had happened 
to hit on an idea of Swilfs. — Bat what shall I do 
abont these verses I was going to read you ? I am 
afraid that half maDkiod would aocose me of steal- 
ing their thoughts, if I printed them. I am convinced 
that several of yoo, especially if yon are getting a 
little on in life, will recognize some of these senti* 
ments as having passed through your conscioaaness 
&t«ometime. I can't help it, — it is too late now 
The verses are written, and yoo most have tbeia 
licteo, then, and you shall bear 



WHAT WE ALL THQTE. 
That ags wh older odm thin now,. 

In (p!is of locki UDtiiMlj ibed, 
Or nlverod on tlie 7<nitUal brow ; 

That babw main Ion snd oluldraa w«d. 
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That sunshine had a heavenly glow. 

Which faded with those ** good old dajii'' 

When winters came with deepAr snow. 
And autumns with a aoller haze. 

That — smother, SLSter, wife, or chikl^- 

The ^ best of women " e«ch has known. 
Were schoolboys ever h/Jf so wQd ? 

How young the grandpapas have grown 

That but for this our souls were fireOf 

And but for that our lives were blest; 
That in some season yet to be 

Our cares will leave us time to 



Whene'er we groan with ache or pain* 
Some common ailment of the raoe^— 

Though doctors think the matter plain/— 
That ours is " a peculiar case." 

That when like babes with fingers boned 
We count one bitter maxim morOy 

Our lesson all the world has learned. 
And men are wiser than before. 

That when we sob o*er fancied woesi 
The an^i^cls hoverin;; overhead 

Count every pitying drop that flows 
And love us for the tears we shed. 

That when we stand w*th tearless eye 
And turn the beggar from our door. 

They still approve us when we sigh, 
** Ah, had T but one thousand mart ! " 
8 
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TIrti woakiiMi anootlMd the patb of iia, 
Ib kalf the ilipt oar jimth bM known ; 

And wkalioorer ita bltmo bat betSy 
Tbal M«nj floweit on flnlti outgrown* 

Tboui^ templM crowd tiio cnnnblod brink 
OrmhaaffMkg tntik% otoraal floC, 

Tboir tiJileti bold wi tfi wkai m ikk^ 
T^ir oi^ofli dnflili to winf im AtiMOf 

Tbat OBO nnqn eitio D od tort wo road> 
AH donbi boyood, all iear abovo^ 

Kor ondding pilo nor oomng oreod 
Ganboinorblotil: GodmLotbI 



VII 

[Thio particular record is noteworthy principally 
for containing a paper by my friendi the Profeasori 
with a poem or two annexed or intercalated. I 
would suggest to young persons that they should 
pass over it for the present, and read, instead of it, 
that story about the young man who was in love 
with the young lady, and in great trouble for some* 
thing like nine pages, but happily married on the 
tenth page or thereaboutsi which, I take it for granted, 
will be contained in the periodical where this is 
Ibundi unless it differ from all other publications of 
the kind. Perhaps, if such young people will lay 
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the number aside, and take it up ten yearsy or a little 
more, from the present timci they may find some* 
thing in it for their advantage. They can't possibly 
understand it all now.] 

My friend, the Professor, began talking with me 
one day in a drra^y sort of way. I couldn't get at 
the diiScuIty for a good while, but at last it turned 
out that somebody had been calling him an old man 
-~He didn't mind his students calling him the old 
man, he sqiid. That was a technical expression, and 
he thought that he remembered hearing it applied to 
himself when he was about twenty-five. It may be 
considered as a familiar and sometimes endearing 
appellation. An Irishwoman calls her husband ^ the 
old man," and he returns the caressing expression by 
speaking of her as ^the old woman." But now, 
said he, just suppose a case like one of these. A 
young stranger is overheard talking of you as a very 
nice old gentleman. A friendly and genial critic 
speaks of your green old age as illustrating the truth 
of some axiom you had uttered with reference to 
that period of life. What / call an old man is a 
person with a smooth, shining crown and a fringe of 
scattered white hairs, seen in the streets on sunshiny 
days, stooping as he walks, bearing a cane, moving 
cautiously and slowly ; telling old stories, smiling at 
present follies, living in a narrow world of dry habits ; 
one that remains waking when others lave dropped 
Mleep, and keeps a Uttle night-lamp-flame of life 
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burning year after year, if fbe lamp is not npael^ 
and there is only a careful hand held round it to pre* 
vent the pofis of wind from blowing the flame out 
Thaf s what I call an old man. ' 

NoW| said the Plrofessori yon don't mean to tell me 
tiiat I have got to that yet? Wh]^ bless yooi I am 
several years short of the time when — [I knew what 
was comingi and conld hardly keep from laughing; 
twenty years ago he need to quote it as one of those 
absord speeches men of genius will make, and now 
he is going to argue from it] — several years short of 
the time when Balzac says that men are — most^ -you 
know— dangerous to— the hearts of — ^in short, most 
to be dreaded by duennas that have char&^e of 8U8« 
oeptiblc females^ — What age is that? said I, statisti- 
cally. — Fifty-two years, answered the Professor^ — 
Balzac ought to know, said I, if it is true that Goe« 
the said of him that each of his stories must have 
been dug out of a woman's heart But fifty-two is 
a high figure. 

Stand in the light of the window. Professor, said 
L — The Professor took up the desired position*— 
You have white hairs,'! said. — Had 'em any time 
these twenty years, said the Professor. — And the 
crowVfoot, — pes anserinus^ rather. — The Professor 
smiled, as I wanted him to, and the folds radiated 
like the ridges *of a half-opened fan, from the outer 
comer of the eyes to Uie temples. — And the calipers 
said L— What are the calipers f he asked, curiously 
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—Why, the parenthesis, said L — Parenthesis? said the 
Professor; what's that? — Why, look in the glass 
when you are disposed to laugh, and see if your 
mouth isn't framed in a couple of crescent lines,— 
so, my boy ( )• — It's all nonsense, said the Professor ; 
just look at my biceps ; — and he began pulling off 
j bis coat to show me his arm. Be careful, said I; 
you can't bear exposure to the air, at your time of 
life, as you could once. — I will box with you, said the 
Professor, row with you, walk with you, ride with 
you, swim with you, or sit at table with yoo, for 
fifty dollars a side. — Pluck survives stamina, I an- 
swered. 

The Professor went off a little out of humor. A 
few weeks afterwards he came in, looking very good* 
\ natured, and brought me a paper, which I have here, 
\ and from which I shall read you some portions, if 
j you don't object He had been thinking the matter 
; over, he said, — had read Cicero ^ De Senectute,** and 
j made up his mind to meet old age half way. These 
I were some of his reflections that he had written 
I down ; so here you have 
I 

' THE PROFESSOR'S PAPER. 

There is no doubt when old age begins. The 
human body is a furnace which keeps in blast three- 
score years and ten, more or less. It bums about 
three hundred pounds of carbon a year, (besides other 
•uel,) when in fair working order, according to a great 
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elieiiiis^8 estimate. When the fire dackensi life de* 
diiiet ; when it goee OQt| we ere dead. 

tt has been ihown by tome noted French ezperi- 
menten, that the amount of combustion increases up 
to about the thirtieth year, remains stationary to 
about forty-five, and then diminishes, Thu last is 
the point where old age starts firom. The great iieust 
of physical life is the perpetual commeroe with the 
elements, and the fire is the measure of it 

About this time of life, if food is plenty where you 
liTe^— for that, you know, regulates matrimony^-^ 
yon may be expecting to find yourself a grandfather 
some fine morning ; a kind of domestic felicity that 
gives one a cool shiver of delight to think of^ as 
among the not remotely possible events. 

I don't mind much those slipshod lines Dr. John- 
son wrote to.Thrale, telling her about life's declining 
firom ikirty-Jive ; the furnace is in full blast for ten 
years longer, as I have said. The Romans came 
very near the mark ; their age of enlistment reached 
from seventeen to forty-six years. 

What is the use of fighting against the seasons, 
or the tides, or the movements of the planetary bod- 
ies, or this ebb in the wave of life that flows through 
us t We are old fellows from the moment the fire 
begins to go out Let us always behave like gentle* 
men when we are introduced to new acquaintance. 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEAKFAST-TABLE. 175 

IncipU AUegoria SenectutU. 

Old AgC| this is Mr. Professor ; Mr. Professor, thk 
is Old Age. 

Old Age. — Mr. Professori I hope to see yoa welL 
I have known you for some timei though I think 
you did not know me. Shall we walk down toe 
street together ? 

Professor (drawing back a little). — We can talk 
more quietly, perhaps, in my study. Will you tell 
me bow it is you seem to be acquainted with every- 
body you are introduced to, though he evidently 
considers you an entire stranger? 

Old Age, — I make it a rule never to force myself 
upon a person's recognition until I have known him 
at least ylt;^ years. 

Professor. — Do you mean to say that you have 
known me so long as that ? 

Old Age. I do. I left my card on you longer 
ago than that, but I am afraid you never read it; yet 
I see you have it with you. 

Professor. — Where ? 

Old Age. — There, between your eyebrows^ — three 
straight lines running up and down; all the probate 
courts know that token, — ^^ Old Age, his mark.^ Pat 
your forefinger on the inner end of one eyebrow, and 
your middle finger on the inner end of the other 
eyebrow; now separate the fingers, and you will 
smooth out my sign-manual; that's the ¥^ay yon 
used to look before I left my ccurd on you. 
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Profe$9or^~^Vfh9i message do people generally 
ieod back wben you first call on them T 

Old Agt4 — Noi ai kame^ Then I Ica^e a card and 
ga Nest year I call ; get the same answer ; leave 
another card. So for five ox six^— sometimes ten 
ysars or mote. At last, if they don't let me ini I 
Weak in through the fronl door or the windows. 

We talked together in chis way some time. Then 
Qld Age said agaic^ — Ck>me| let us walk down the 
aiieet togetherr-c^na offered me a cane, an eyeg^assi 
a tippeti and a pur of over-shoes^ — No^ much ob- 
liged to yooi said L I don't want those things, and 
I had a little rather talk with yon herCi privately, in 
my study. So I dressed myself up in a jaunty way 
and walked out alone ; — got a fall, caught a cold, 
was laid up with a lumbago, and had time to think 
over this whole matter. 

Explicit AUegoria Senectutis. 

We have settled when old age begins. Like all 
Nature's processes, it is gentle and gradual in its 
approaches, strewed with illusions, and all its little 
griefs soothed by natural sedatives. But the iron 
band b not less irresistible because it- wears the 
velvet glove. The button-wood throws off its bark 
in large flakes, which one may find lying at its foot, 
pushed out, and at last pushed off, by that tranquil 
movement firom beneath, w*hich is too slow to be 
seen, bat too powerful to be arrested. One finds 
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tfacm always, but one rarely sees them fall So it 
is our youth drops from us, — scales off, sapless- end 
lifeless, and lays bare the tender and immature firesh 
growth of old age. Looked at coUectirely, tbe 
changes of old age appear as a series of personal 
insults and indignities, terminating at last in death, 
which Sir Thomas Browue has called " the Tery di»- 
grace and ignominy of our natores." 

Mj ladT*! check can boast no mors 
The crinberry vhite and pink it won; 
And where her ahining locka dividtt, 
The partlog line is all loo wid e 

No, no, — ^this will never do. Talk about men, if 
you will, bat spare the poor women. 

We have a brief description of seven stages of 
life by a remarkably good observer. It is very pi^ 
sninptuouB to attempt to add to it, yet I have been 
struck with the fact that life admits of a natural 
analysis into no less than &fteen distinct periods. 
Taking the five primary divisions, infancy, childhood, 
youth, manhood, old age, each of these has ita own 
three periods of immaturity, complete development, 
and decline. I recognize on old baby at onoe^— with 
its *« pipe and mug," (a stick of candy and a poiria 
ger,) — eo does everybody ; and an old child shedding 
ita milk-teeth is only a little prototype of the old man 
shedding bis permanent ones. Fifty or thereabqats 
is only the childhood, as it were, of old age; th* , 
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grmjbeaid yoongster most be weaned from his late 
•uppers now. So yon will see that you have to 
make fifteen stages at any ratei and that it wonU 
not be haid to make twenty-five; five primafyi each 
with five seoondaiy divisions. 

The in£uicy and childhood of commencing old 
age have the same ingennons rimplidty and de* 
fightfnl nnconsdoosness about them as the first 
stage of the earlier periods of life shows. The great 
ddnsion of mankind is in supposing that to be in* 
£vidnal and exceptional which is universal and ac- 
cording to law. A person is always startled when 
he hears himself seriously called an old man for the 
first time. 

Nature gets us out of youth into manhood, as 
sailors are hurried on board of vettselsi — ^in a state 
of intoxication. We are hustled into maturity reel- 
ing with our passions and imaginations, and we 
have drifted far away from port before we awake out 
of our illusions. But to carry us out of maturity 
into old age, without our knowing where we are 
going, she drugs us with strong opiates, and so we 
stagger along with wide open eyes that see nothing 
until snow enough has fallen on our heads to ronse 
our comatose brains out of their stupid trances. 

There is one mark of age that strikes me more 
than any of the physical ones ; — I mean the forma- 
tion of HabiU. An old man who shrinks into him* 
self falls into ways that become as positive and as 
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much beyond thr reach of outside influences as if they 
were governed by clock-work. The animal functions, 
as tlie physiologists call thenii in distinction from 
the organic, tend, in the process of deterioration to 
winch age and neglect united gradually lead them, 
to assume the periodical or rhythmical type of move- 
ment Every man's heart (this organ belongs, you 
know, to the organic system) has a regular mode of 
action ; but I know a great many men whose brains^ 
and all their voluntary existence flowing from their 
brains, have a systole and diastole as regular as that 
of the heart itself. Habit is the .approximation of 
the animal system to the organic It is a confession 
of failure in the highest function of being, which 
involves a perpetual self*dctermination, in full view 
of all existing circumstances. But habit, you see, 
is an action in present circumstances from past mo- 
tives. It is substituting ^vis a tergo for the evola- 
lion of living force. 

When a man, instead of burning up three hundred 
pounds of carbon a year, has got down to two bun-' 
dred and fifty, it is plain enough he must economize 
force somewhere. Now habit is a labor-saving in- ly 
ventior which enables a man to get along with less -^^J 
fuel, — that is all ; for fuel is force, you know, just aa ' 
much in the page I am writing for you as in the loco* 
motive or the legs that carry it to you. Carbon is the 
same thing, whether you call it wood, or coal, or bread 
and cheese A reverend gentleman demurred to Ihia 
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statement/— «8 if^ because combustioii is asserted ti 
be the sine qua mm of thongbt, therefore thought is 
aUrged to be a purely chemical process. Facts of 
diemistry are one thingi I told him, and fiicts of coo- 
sdoosneas another. It can be jMroved to him, by a 
yen simple analysis of some of his spare elementsi 
that every Sanday, when he does his duty fSedthfollyi 
he Qses np more phosphoms out of his brain and 
nerves than on ordinary days. Bot then he had his 
dioice whether to do his datyi or to neglect it, and 
save hb phosphoros and other combustibles. 

It follows from all this that ihe/armatian of habits 
onght naturally to be, as it is, the special character- 
istic of age. As for the muscular powers, they pass 
their maximum long before the time when the true 
decline of life begins, if we may judge by the expe- 
rience of the ring. A man is ^ stale,'' I think, in 
their language, soon after thirty,— often, no doubt, 
much earlier, as gentlemen of the pugilistic profes- 
sion are exceedingly apt to keep their vital fire burn- 
ing wiih the blower up. 

So far without Tully. But in the mean time 
I have been reading the treatise, ^ De Senectute.'* It 
is not long, but a leisurely performance. The old 
gentleman was sixty-three years of age when ho 
addressed it to his friend T. Pomponius Atticus, 
Eq., a person of distinction, some two or three years 
older. We read it when we are schoolboys, forget 
all about it for thirty years, and then take it np 
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again by a natural instinct, — provided always that 
we lead Latin as we drink water, without stopping 
to taste it, as all of ns who ever learned it at school 
or college ought to do. 

Cato is the chief speaker in the dialogne. A good 
deal of it is what would be called in vulgar phrase 
" elow." It unpacks and unfolds inddental illustra- 
tions which a modern writer would look at the back 
of, and toss each to its pigeon-hole. I think ancieot 
classics and ancient people are alike in the teadeocy 
to this kind of •expansion. 

An old doctor came to ine once (this is literal fact) 
with some contrivance or other (ot people with ' 
broken kneepans. As the patient would be confined 
for a good while, he might find it dull work to sit 
with his hands in his lap. Reading, the ingenious 
inventor suggested, would be an agreeable mode of 
passing the time. He mentioned, in his written a^ 
count of his contrivance, various worka that might 
amuse the weary hour. I remember only threes- 
Don Quixote, Tom Jones, and Watts o» tie S/Rttd. 

It is not gencnlly understood that Cicero's essay 
was delivered as a lyceum lecture, {concio popularity 
at the Temple of Mercury. The joomals (popyrt) 
of the day (" Tempora Quotidiana," — •* Tribuons 
Quirinalis," — ■« Praico Bomanas," and the rest) gave 
abstracts of it, one of which I have translated and 
modernized, aa being a substitute for the aaalysia I 
intended to make. 
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IVi JUL Mart • . • . 

The kctme at the Temple of Meremy, last eren* 
ing, was well attended by the iliU of our great eitjr. 
Two hnndred thoneand seetertia were thought to 
have been represented in the house. The doors 
were besieged by a mob of shabby fellowsi (tZbliMi 
vt^pHf,) who were at length quieted after two or 
three had been somewhat rooghly handled (gladio 
j9igMlaii). The speaker was the well-known Mark 
Tally, Eq.,— the subject Old Age. Mr. T. has a 
lean and scraggy persoui with a Ver}b unpleasant ex- 
eresoenoe upon his nasal featurci from which . his 
nickname of chick-pea (Cicero) is said by some to 
be derived. As a lecturer is public propertyi we may 
remark, that bis outer garment (toga) was of cheap 
stuff and somewhat worni and that his general style 
and appearance of dress and manner (habiius^ vesti* 
iusquc) were somewhat provincial 

The lecture consisted of an imaginary dialogue 
between Cato and Lslius. We found the first por- 
tion rather heavy, and retired a few moments for re* 
freshment (pocula quctdam vini)* — All want to reach 
old age, says Cato, and grumble when they get it; 
therefore they are donkeys* — The lecturer will allow 
us to say that he is the donkey ; we know we shall 
grumble at old age, but we want to live through 
youth and manhood, in spile of the troubles we shall 
groan over* — There was considerable prosing as to 
what old age can do and can't— True, but not new 
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Certainly, old folks can't jump^ — ^break the necks of 
their thigh-bones, (femorum cervices^) if they do; 
can't crack nuts with their teeth; can't climb a 
greased pole {malum intmctum scandere non possunt) ; 
but they can tell old stories and give you good ad- 
vice; if they know what you have made up your 
mind to do when you ask them. — All this is well 
enough, but won't set the Tiber on fire (Tiberim 
accendere nequaquam potest.) 

There were some clever things enough, (dicta hand 
ineptaj) a few of which are worth reporting. — Old 
people are accused of being forgetful; but. they never 
forget where they have put their money. — Nobody is 
so old he doesn't think he can live a yean^-The 
lecturer quoted an ancient maxim, — Grow old early, 
if you would be old long, — but disputed it-7-Autborw 
ity, he thought, was the chief privilege of age. — It is 
not great to have money, but fine to govern those 
that have it — Old age begins at farty-siz years, 
according to the common opinion. — It is not every 
kind of old age or of wine that grows sour with time* 
-Some excellent remarks were made on immortal- 
ity, but mainly borrowed from and credited to Plato. 
^-Several pleasing anecdotes were told. — Old Milo, 
champion of the heavy weights in his day, looked at 
his arms and whimpered, ** They are dead." Not so 
dead as you, you old fool, — says Cato 'y— you never 
were good for anything but for yuur shoulders and 
flanks. — Pisistratus asked Solon what made 
dare to be so obstinate. Old age, said Solon. 
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The lectora was on the whole aoceptable, aiul « 
owUt to oor eultore and eiTiUxttioa. — The reportcK 
goee on to state that there will be no lectore next 
week, on acoonnt of the e^Mcted combat between 
the bear and the barbarian. Bettiag (^pOMto) two 
to one {duo ad «niiM>) od the bear. 

Afttf all, the moat eneonragiag things I find 

in the treatise, *'De Seneotote," are the stories of 
men who have found new occupations when grow- 
ing old, or kept up their common parsalts in the 
extreme period of life. Cato learned Greek when 
be was old, and speaks of wishing to learn the fiddle^ 
or some snch inetrament, {fidibut,) after the example 
of Socrates. Solon learned' something new, every 
day, in his old age, as he gloried to proclaim. Cy- 
nu pointed out with pride and pleasure the trees he 
bad planted with his own hand. [I remember a 
pillar on the Duke of Northumberland's estate at 
Alnwick, with an inscription in similar words, if not 
the same. That, like other country pleasures, never 
wears oat None is too rich, none too poor, none 
too young, none too old to enjoy it] There is a New 
Ungland.story I have heard more to the point, how* 
ever, than any of Cicero's. A young farmer was 
Diged to set out some apple-trees. — No, said he, 
tbey are too long growing, and I don't want to plant 
for othex people. The young fanner's father was 
Bp«Aen to aboatitjbat be, with better reason, allegod 
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that apple-lrees were slow and life was fleeting. 
At last some one mentioned it to the old grandfather 
of tbe young farmer. He had nothing else to do, — 
BO he stuck in some trees. He lived long enoagfa to 
drink barrels of cider made irom tbe apples that 
grew on those trees. 

As for myself, after visiting a friend lately, — [Do 
.emember all the time that this is tbe Professor's 
parTer.] — I satisfied myself that I had better cx>ncede 
the fact that—my contemporaries are not so young 
as they have been, — and that, — awkward as it is, — 
science and history agree in telling me that I can 
claim the immunities and must own the humiliatioos 
of the early stage of senility. Ah ! but we have all 
gone down tbe hill together. The dandies of my 
time have split their waistbands and taken to high- 
low shoes. The beauties of my recollections — where 
are they ? They have ran the gantlet of the years 
as well as L First the years pelted them with red 
roses till their cheeks were all on fire. By and by 
they began throwing white rosea, and that mom- 
ing fiuKh passed away. At last one of the years 
threw a snow-ball, and after that no year let the poor 
girls pass without throwing snow-balls. And then 
came rougher mieailes, — ice and stones; and from 
time to time an arrow whistled, and down went one 
of the poor girls. So there are but few left ; sod we 
don't call those few ffirls, but 

Ah, me : aere am I groaning just as tbe o d Greek 
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jigbed M ■(/ and the dd Boman, £!&«ii / t have oa 
doubt we sboold die (tf shame and grief at the in* 
dignities offend ns hj age, if it were not that we se* 
■o many otheis as badly ot worse off than oarselvei. 

- We always compare omsetres with oar contempo< 
imries. 

[I was internipted in my reading just here. Be- 
fan I began at the next breakfiut, I read them these 
TCfMS^I hope yon will like them, and get a noefbl 

■ Icseon from tbem.] - 

THE LAST BL0S80U. 

noojli joang no more, we Itill would dreuD 

or beftntf*! de«r delmling wilei ; 
The league! t^life to grajrbeerdi Hem 

Shorter than b^ifhood** lingeiiiig nulee. 

Who knows « woman'e wild caprice ? 

It |^]red with Goethe'i Klveied hair, 
And mitny a Hdj Father** " niece " 
-' Uat »Mj tmootlied the papal chair. 

When Mxtj bid* n* ngh in rtia 

To melt the heart of iweet nxteen, 
We think npon thoM ladiei twain 

Who lored m well the tough old Dean. 

We Me Ibe PatriArch'a wintry face, 

The maid of Egjpt^ dnakjr glow. 
And dream that Yoath and Age emhreo^ 

Ai April TioletB m with now. 
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Tranced in ber Lord'a OlympUn miil* 
Hit lotiu-loving MemphiaD ]Ktf— 
* Tbu musky d&iighter of tbe Nila 
'With plaited hair and alisoad ejM. 

Ul^bt wc but tbare one wild careai 

Era LTu'a autumnal blorattni fall, 
And Eartb's brown, clinging Iipa imprMi 

The long cold kin that w«iu u« aUI 

ily bosom beavei, I'cincmbering yet 

The morning of thai blissful day 
When Rose, the flower of apriog, I me^ 

And gave my raptured aoul awajr. 

Flung from her eyei of pumt blue, 

A lauo, with its leaping chain 
Light u a loop of larkspurs, (lew 

O'er leoM and ipirit, heart and bnu& 

Tbou com'st to cheer my waning age, 

Sweet vision, waited for «d long 1 
Dove that would seek the poet's cage 

Lured by the magic breath of aoogl 

She blushes! Ah, reluctant maid, 

T>ovti*s Jrapeau nmge tbe truth bal loU I 
O'er (zirlhood's yielding barricaite 

Floats the great Leveller's crinwoa foUl 

Come lo my arms ! — love heed* not JfMxwi - 

Ko Trost tlia bud of passion knowai— 
Ha I what is this my freniy hears ? 

A /aice behind me utterod,— Bom I 
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8w«et wu licr anile, — but not for nw ; 

Alu, when wooun look* loo kind, 
Jost turn your fboliah bead and »e«i— 

Soma joath ii walking clote behind I 

As to givittff vp because the almanac or tha Fain* 
ily-Bible says that it is about time to do it, I hav« 
DO intention of doing any such thing. I grant yoa 
that I burn less carbon than some years ago. I see 
~ people of ray standing really good for nothing, de- 
crepit, effete, la Uvre m^Meure d^d pendanU, with 
what little life they have left mainly concentrated in 
their epigastrium. But as the disease of old age is 
epidemic, endemic, and sporadic, and everybody that 
lives long enough is sure to catch it, I am going to 
■ay, for the encouragement of such as need it, how I 
treat the malady in my own case. 

First As I feel, that, when I have anything to do, 
there is less time for it than when I was younger, 1 
find that I give my attention more thoroughly, and 
use my time more economically than ever before ; 
so that I can learn anything twice as easily as in my 
earlier days. I am not, therefore, afraid to attack a 
new study. I took up a difEcult language a very 
few years ago wilh good success, and think of math* 
ematics and metaphysics by-and-by. 

Secondly. I have opened my eyes to a goua many 
neglected privileges and pleasures within my reach, 
and requiring only a little courage to enjoy them. 
Yon may well suppose it pleased me to find that old 
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Cato was thinking of learning to play the fiddle, 
when I had deliberately taken it up in my old age, 
and satisfied myself that I could get much comfort, 
if not much music, out of it. 

Thirdly. I have found that some ol those active 
exercises, which are commonly thought to belong to 
young folks only, may be enjoyed at a much later 
period. 

A 'young friend has lately written an admirable 
article in one of the journals, entitled, ** Saints and 
their Bodies." Approving of his general doctrines, 
and grateful for his records of personal experience, I 
cannot refuse to add my own experimental confirm- 
ation of his eulogy of one particular form of active 
exercise and amusement, namely, boatings. For the 
past nine years, I have rowed about, during a good 
part of the summer, on fresh or salt water. My 
present fleet on the river Charles consists of three 
row-boats. 1. A small flat-bottomed skiff of the 
shape of a flat-iron, kept mainly to lend to boy& 2. 
A fancy " dory " for two pairs of sculls, in which I 
sometimes go out with my young folks. 3. My own 
particular water-sulky, a ** skeleton " or ** shell " race- 
boat, twenty-two feet long, with huge outriggem, 
which boat I pull with ten-foot sculls,— -cdone, of 
course, as it holds but one, and tips him out, if he 
doesn't mind what he is about In this I glide 
around the Back Bay, down the stream, up the 
Charles to Cambridge and Watertown, up the Mya* 
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tiot loand the whaires, in the wake ot steamboat^ 
which leaTe a swell after them delightful to look 
Qpoo ; I linger ooder the bridges, — those ■* caterpillar 
bridges," a* my brother ptoteuot so happily called 
Utem; rob agaiast the block sides of old wood- 
■chooners; cool down under the overhanging stem 
of aoma tall lodiaman ; stretch aeroaa to the Navy 
Yard, where the sentinel warns ^e off from the 
Obior-jttst aA if I should hart her by lying in hei 
shadow ; then strike oot into the harbor, where the 
water geti clear and the air smells of the oceans- 
till all at ODoe I remember, that, if a west wind 
blows up of a sudden, I shall drift along past the 
islands, cot of eight of the dear old State-house^— 
plate, tumbler, knife and fork all waiting at home, 
bnt no chair drawn up at the table, — all the dear 
people- waiting, waiting, waiting, while the boat is 
sliding, sliding, sliding into the great desert, where 
there ia no tree and no fountain. As Idon'twant 
my wreck to be washed ap on one of the beaches in 
ccHupany with devi^a•aproo^ bladder-wceds, dead 
borse-ahoes, and bleached crab-shells, I torn about 
and dap my long, narrow wings for home. When 
the tide is running out swiftly, I have a splendid 
fight to get through the bridges, but always make It 
a rale to beat, — though I have been jammed up into 
pretty tight places at times, and was caught once 
between a vessel swinging round and the pier, until 
oar bones (the boat's, that is) cracked as if w« bad 
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been in th^ jaws of Behemoth. Then back to my 
moorings at the foot of the Commoa, off with the ' 
rowing-dress, dash under the green t'ansluceiit wave, 
return to the garb of civilization, wallc throngb my 
Garden, take a look at laj elms on the Common, 
and, reaching my habitat, in consideratioD of my 
advanced period of life, indulge in the Elysian abaii* 
donment of a huge recumbent chair. 

When I have establisheda pair ofwcll-prononnccd 
feathenng-calluses on my thumbs, when I am in 
training so.that I can do my Sftucn miles at a ntretcb 
without coming to grief in any way, when I can 
perform my mile in eight minutes or a little less, then 
1 feel as if I had old Time's head in chancery, and 
could give it to him at my leisure. 

I do not deny the attraction of walking. I have 
bored this- ancient city through and through in my 
daily travels, until I know it as an old inhabitant of 
a Cheshire knows his cheese. Why, it was I who, 
in the course of these rambles, discovered that le* 
markable avenue called MyrUe Street, stretching in, 
one long line from east of the Reservoir to a precipt> 
tous and rudely paved clifT which looks down on the 
grim abode of Science, and beyond it to the fot 
hills; a promenade -so delicious in its repose, so 
cheerfully varied with glimpses down the northern 
slope into busy Cambridge Street with its iron river 
of the horse^railroad, and wheeled barges gliding 
hack «nd forward over it, — so delightfully cIo«iog ai* 
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its wMtem extaemitf in sanaj oonrto and passage! 
when I kuow peace,, and beaaty, and virtae, and 
serene M age must be perpetual tenants, — so alloN 
ing to all who desire to take their daily stnUi in tba 
vocds of Dr. Wattar- 

"Aliks aakaowi^ ud nikiwwB,"— 

that nothing bat a sense of dutj would have promp- 
ted me to reveal the secret of it« existeooe. I 
oonciede, therefoie, that Talking is an immeasnia- 
hij fine inveotion, of which old age ongfat eonstantijr 
to avail itMi£ 

Saddle-leather is in Bome respects even preferable 
to sole-leather. Th.e piincipal objectioD to it is of a 
financial character. Bat you may be snre that Ba* 
coQ and Sydenham did not recommend It for Dothing. 
One's hepaf, or, in Tolgai langnage, liver,— a ponder* 
oos organ, weighing some three or four poands^— 
goes up and down like the dasher of a chsm in the 
midst of the other vital arrangements, at every step 
of a trotting horse. The brains alra are shaken ap 
like coppers in a money-box. Biding is good, for 
those that are born with a silver-monnted bridle in their 
hand, and can ride as much and as often as they like, 
without thinking all the time they hear that steady 
grinding sound as the horse's jaws triturate with 
calm lateral movement the bank-bills and promises 
to pay Dpon which it is notorious that the profligate 
animal in question feeds day and nighL 
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Instead, however, of considering these kinds of ex« 
ercise in this empirical way, I will devote a brief 
space to an examination of them in a more scientifio 
form. 

The pleasure of exercise is due first to a purely 
physical impression, and secondly to a sense of power 
in action. The first source of pleasure varies of 
course with our condition and the state of the -sur- 
rounding circumstances ; the second with the amount 
and kind of power, and the extent and kind of action 
In all forms of active exercise there are three powers 
simultaneously in action, — the will, the muscles, and 
the intellect Each of these predominates in diflfer- 
ent kinds of exercise. In walking, the will and mus- 
cles are so accustomed to work together and perform 
their task with so little expenditure of force, that the 
intellect is left comparatively firee. The mental 
pleasure in walking, as such, is in the sense of power 
over all our moving machinery. But in riding, I * 
have the additional pleasure of governing another 
will, and my muscles extend to the tips of the ani- 
mal^s ears and to his four hoofs, instead of stopping 
at my hands and feet. Now in this extension of my 
volition and my physical frame into another animal^ 
my tyrannical instincts and my desire for heroic 
strength are at once gratified. When the horse 
ceases to have a will of his own and his muscles ' 
require no special attention on your part, then you 
may live on horseback as Wesley did, and write 
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flennoot or take napSf us yon like. Bat yon IrtiL 
obeerre, tbat| in riding on honeback, yon always 
have a feeling, tbat, after all, it is not yon that do 
the woric, bnt the animal, and this prevents the satis^ 
fiction bom being complete. 

Now let ns look at the conditions of rowing. I 
won't suppose you to be disgracing yourself in one 
of those miserable tubs, tugging in which is to row« 
ing the true boat what riding a cow is to bestriding 
an Arab. You know the Esquimaux kajfok^ (if that 
is. the name of it,) don't you? Look at that model 
of one over my door. Sharp, rather 7 — On the con^ 
trary, it is a lubber to the one you and I must have; 
a Dutch fish-wife to Pttyche, contrasted with what I 
will tell you about — Our boat, then, is something 
of the shape of a pickerel, as you look down upon 
his back, he lying in the sunshine just where the 
sharp edge of the water cuts in among the lily-pads. 
It is a kind of a giant pod^ as one may say, — ^tight 
everywhere, except in a little place in the middle, 
where you sit Its length is from seven to ten yards, 
and as it is only from sixteen to thirty inches wide 
in its widest part, you understand why you want 
those ** outriggers," or projecting iron frames with 
the rowlocks in which the oars play. My rowlocks 
are five feet apart; double the greatest width of the 
boat 

Here you are, then, afloat with a body a rod and 
a half long, with am s, or wings, as you may choose 
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* to call them, stretching more than twenty feet firon* 
tip to tip ; every volition of yoars extending as per- 
fectly into them as if your spinal cord ran down the 
centre strip of your boat, and the nerves of your arms 
tingled as far as the broad blades of your oars, — 
oars of spruce, balanced, leathered, and ringed under 
your own special direction. This, in sober earnest^ 
is the nearest approach to flying that man has ever 
made or perhaps ever will make. As the hawk saib 
without flapping his pinions, so you drift with the 
tide when you will, in the most luxurious form of lo- 
4X>motion indulged to an embodied spirit But if your 
blood wants rousing, turn round that stake in the 
river, which you see a mile from here ; and when you 
«some in in sixteen minutes, (if you do, for we are 
old boys, and not champion scullers, you remember,) 
then say if you begin to feel a little warmed up or 
not! You can row easily and gently all day, and 
you can row yourself blind and black in the face in 
ten minutes, just as you like. It has been long agreed 
that there is no way in which a man can accomplish 
so much labor with his muscles as in rowing. It is 
in the boat, then, that man finds the largest extension 
of his volitional and muscular existence ; and yet he 
may tax both of them so slightly, in that most deli- 
cious of exercises, that he shall mentally write his 
sermon, or his poem, or recall the remarks he hat 
made m company and put them in form for the pub* 
lie, as well as in his easy-chair. 
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I dare not publicly name the rare joys, the infinite 
delight8| that intoxicate me on some sweet June 
mnorning, when the river and bay are smooth as a 
*beet of beryl-green silk| and I ran along ripping it 
^p with my knife-edged shell of a boat, the rent 
closing after me like those wounds of angels which 
3filton tells of, bnt the seam still shining for many a 
long rood behind me. To lie still over the FlatSi 
'^bere the waters are shallow, and see the crabs 
crawling and the sculpins gliding bnsily and silently 
1)eneath the boat^ — ^to rostle in through the long 
3iarsb grass that leads up some tranquil creek^— to 
iake shelter fiom the sunbeams under one of the 
thousand*footed bridges, and look down its inter- 
minable colonnades, crusted with green and oozy 
growths, studded with minute barnacles, and belted 
with rings of dark musdes, while overhead streams 
and thunders that other river whose every wave is a 
human soul flowing to eternity as the river below 
flows to the oceani — flying there moored unseen, in 
loneliness so profound that the columns of Tadmor 
in tbe Desert could not seem more remote from life, 
•-^e cool breeze on one's forehead, the stream whis- 
pering against the half-sunken pillars, — ^why should 
I tell of these things, that I should live to see my b^ 
loved haunts invaded and the waves blackened with 
boats as with a swarm of water-beetle«» 7 What a 
city of idiots we roust be not to have covered this 
B^orious bay with gondolas and wherries, as we 
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have jnst learned to cover the ice in winter with 
Bkaters ! 

I am satisfied that such a set of black-coated, stiflT- 
jointed, soft-muscled, paste-complexioned youth as 
we can boast in our Atlantic cities never before 
sprang from loins of Anglo-Saxon lineage. Of the 
females that are the mates of these males I do not 
here speak. I preached my sermon from the lay- 
pulpit on this matter a good while ago. Of course, 
if you heard it, you know my belief is that the total 
climatic influences here are getting up a number of 
new patterns of humanity, some of which are not an 
improvement on the old model. Clipper-built, sharp 
in the bows, long in the spars, slender to look at, 
and fast to go, the ship, which is the great organ of 
our national life of relation, is but a reproduction of 
the typical form which the elements impress upon its 
builder. All this we cannot help ; but we can make 
the best of these influences, such as they are. We 
have a few good boatmen, — no good horsemen 
that I hear of, — I cannot speak for cricketing, — 
but as for any great athletic feat performed by 
a gentleman in these latitudes, society would drop a 
man who should run round the Common in five 
minutes. Some of our amateur fencers, single-stick 
olayers, and boxers, we have no reason to be 
ashamed of. Boxing is rough play, but not too 
rough for a hearty young fellow. Anything is better 
than this white-blooded degeneration to which 
til tend. 
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I dropped Into a gentlemen'B spairing exbibitioa 
odij Ust ereoiog. It did my hemrt good to ms that 
then wen a few jrotmg and yoDDgisb youths left who 
eottld take care of their own heada in case of emer- 
gency. It is a fine ^^t, that of a gsDtleman resolT* 
log himself into the primitive oonstitnents of his ha> 
maai^i Here is a deUcate young man now, with 
•0 iotrDectaal conntenanoe, a slight figurSi a anb' 
paDid oonjplexioD, a moat nnassoming deportment - 
a mild adolescent in fact, tliat any Htram or Jon- 
atlnn & m between the ploo^taila wonid of cotnM 
expect to handle with perfect eas& Ob, be is taking 
oft his gold*bowed spectacles ! Ah, be is diresting 
himself of his cravat! Why, he ia stripping off his 
ooat! Well, here he is, sore enough, in a tight silk 
shirt, and with two things that look like batter pod* 
dings' in the place of bis fists. Now see that other 
fellow with another pair of batter paddings, — the big 
one wilb the broad abouldera ; be will certainly knock 
the little man's head off, if be strikea him. Feintiog, 
dodging, stopping, bitting, coantering,— little man's 
bead not off yet Yon might as well try to jamp 
npon yoor oxen shadow aa to hit the little man's in* 
tellrctoal featores. He needn't have taken off the 
gold-bowed spcctafeles at alL Qoick, cantions, 
shifty, nimble, cool, be catches all the fierce Innges 
or gets out of their reach, till his tnm comes, and 
then, whack goes one of the batter paddinga against 
the Ug one'a riba, and bang goes the other into tht 
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big oncte face, and, staggering, shuffling, slipping, 
tripping, collapsing, sprawling, down goes the big 
one in a miscellaneous bundle. — If my young firiend, 
whose excellent article I have referred to, could only 
introduce the manly art of self-defence among the 
clergy, I am Satisfied that we should have better 
sermons and an infinitely less quarrelsome church- 
militant. A bout with the gloves would let off the 
ill-nature, and cure the indigestion, which, united, 
have embroiled their subject in a bitter controversy. 
We should then often hear that a point of difTerenoe 
between an infallible and a heretic, instead of being 
vehemently discussed in a series of newspaper ar 
tides, had been settled by a friendly contest in sev- 
eral rounds, at the close of which the parties shook 
hands and appeared cordially reconciled. 

But boxing you and I are too old for, I am afraid* 
I was for a moment tempted, by the contagion of 
muscular electricity last evening, to try the gloves 
with the Benicla Boy, who looked in as a friend to 
the noble art ; but remembering that he had twice 
my weight and half my age, besides the advantage 
of. his training, I sat still and said nothing. 

There is one other delicate point I wish to speak 
ef with reference to old age. I refer to the use of 
dioptric media which correct the diminished refirac^ 
ing power of the humors of the eye,— in other words, 
ipectacles. I don't use them. All I ask is a large, 
&ir type, a strong daylight or gas-light, and one yard 
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of focal distance, and my eyes are as good as ever. 
But if your eyes fail, I can tell you something en- 
couraging. There is now living in New York State 
an old gentleman who, perceiving his sight to fail^ 
immediately took to exercising it on the finest print, 
and in this way fairly bullied Nature out of her 
foolish habit of taking liberties at five^and-forty, or 
thereabout. And now this old gentleman performs 
the most extraordinary feats with his pen, showing 
that his eyes must be a pair of microscopes. I 
should be afiraid to say to you how much he writes 
in the compass of a half-dime, — whether the Psalms 
or the Gospels, or the Psalma and the Gospels, I 
wont be positive. 

Bnt now let nie tell yoa thia. If the time comes 
wfacD yoa must lay down the fiddle and the bow, 
becaiise yoor fingers are too stiff, and drop the ten- 
foot acnlls, because your aims are toe weak, and, 
after dallying awhile with eye-glasses, come at last 
to the andisguised reali^ of spectacles, — it the time 
oomes when that fire of life we spoke of has burned 
so low that where its flames reverberated there is 
only the sombre stain of regret, and where Its coals 
glowed, only the white ashea that cover the embers 
of memory, — don't let yoor heart grow cold, and you 
may. carry cheerfulness and love with yon into the 
toene of yoor second oentary, if yoa can last so long 
As oar friend, the Poet, once said, in some of those 
dd-iashioned heroics of his which he keeps for bis 
prirste reading— 
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Call Uin not old, wIiom viiionai7 bnia 
Hold* o'er the put iu undivided reign. 
For him in viin the envaooi *euon« rail 
Who bear* otonml ■uminer in hi* loat 
IT yet the iDiiKtrcl'i (Ong, the poet'* Uf,' 
Spring with her bird*, or children with tbetr pUf, 
Or maiden** nnito, or heavenlj' dream of ait 
Stir the Tew life-drop* creeping raund hi* beart,— 
Turn to the record where hi* yttzt ara told, — 
Count bi« graj bain, — the/ cannot make lam old I 
End of Ae Pro/ator't paper. 

[The above essay was not read at one time, but 
in sev'Tal instatmenta, and accompanied by varioiis 
commeiita from difierent persons at the table. The 
company were in the main atteotive, with the excep- 
tion of a little somnolence on the part of the old 
gentleman opposite at times, and a few sly, mali 
clous questions about the "old boys" on the part of 
that forward young fellow who has figured ocicaaioft 
ally, not always to his advantage, in these reports. 

On Sunday mornings, in obedience to a feeling \. 
am not ashamed of, I have always tried to give ■ 
more appropriate character to our conversation. I 
have never read them my sermon yet, and I don't 
know that I shall, as some of them might take my 
convictions as a personal indignity to themselves. 
But having read oar company eo mnch of the Pro- 
feasor's talk about age and other subjects cooneoted 
with physical life, I took the next Sunday momiog 
to repeat to them the following poem of bit, which 




SOS TBI AirrocuT or thb bbutt jut-tabuc. 

1 imn bwl 1^ me soma time. He omllt H— I nip 
poto^ for bit {Hofesnonal fiieiub— Tbb AMATOidn'g 
Btnv; bat I ihall name it—] 

THE UVIHQ TBllFLE. 

Dot nt tba wQtU of ^t aloM, 
Wbara God hai boalt hit bUnag iknma, 
Hot jot alooa in Mtth balov. 
With baltod mm tUt ceni ud got 
And aadlwi mIm rf ■mlit gw^ 
b >a mr Haker'f glofj MUI . 



Xtaraal wiidMB Mill tlM tuMl 

Tb« mooth, mA air witb pulM^o wana 
Flow* nmnnuring tb rough ita bidden mvm 
WboN itreuaf of bnghicning pnqila nJk 
Ytni with a new «nd livelier bluth, 
While all their bordeo of deu^ 
The ebbing cnrretit iteali awajr, 
And red with Natore'i Oame the/ Man 
Fnan the wann ibuuuiai of the beait. 

Ho rcft that tbrobbang ilave majr idc, 
Forever qnivering o'er hii taik, 
White far and wide a crinaoo jet 
Leape forth to fill the woren net 
Which in unnumbered eramag tidM 
The flood of burning life dividea, 
Then kindling each decajing part 
Ci«epa back lo find the tbrobbiog heart. 

Bat warmed with that Bsehanging fla^ 
Behold tU oBtwaid mtniag fivme. 
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Its living marbles jointed stroni? 
With glistening baud and silvoiy thong, 
And linked to reason's guiding reins 
By myriad rings in trembling chains, 
Each graven with the threaded zone 
Which claims it as the master's own. 



See how yon beam of seeming white 
l8 braided out of scven-hucd light, 
Yet in those lucid globes no ray 
By any chance shall break astray. 
Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 
Arches and spirals circling round, 
Wakes the hushed spirit through thine 
With music it is heaven to hear. 



Then mark the cloven sphere that holdf 
All thought in its mysterious folds, 
That feels sensation's faintest thrill 
And flashes forth the sovereign will ; 
Think on tliu stormy world that dwells 
Locked in its dim and clustering cells I 
The lightning gleams of power it sheds 
Along its hollow glassy threads I 

O Father I grant thy love divine 
To make these mystic temples thine ! 
When wasting age and wearying strifo 
Have sapped the leaning walls of life, 
When darkness gathers over all, 
And the last tottering pillars fall, 
Take the poor dust thy mercy warms 
And mould it into heavenly forms I 
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[Sprino baa come. Yoa will find some verses to 
t)>at effect at the end of these notes. If you are an 
impatient reader, skip to them at once. In reading 
aload, omit, if yoa please, the sixth and seventh 
verses. These arc parenthetical and digressive, and, 
aoless your audience is of superior intelligence, will 
confuse them. Many people can ride on horseback 
who find it hard to get on and to get off without 
KBsiatance. One has to dismount from en idea, and 
get into the saddle again, at every parenthesis.] 

The old gentleman who sits opposite, find* 

ing that spring had fairly come, mounted a white 
bat oiie day, and walked into the street It secma 
to have beea a premature or otherwise exceptionable 
exhibition, not nnlike that commemorated by the 
late Mr. Bayly. When the old gentleman came 
home, he looked very red in the face, and complained 
that be bad been " made sport o£." By sympathiz* 
ing questions, I learned &om 'bim that a boy bad 
called bim " old daddy," and asked bim wheo he 
had his bat whitewashed. 

This inddent led me to make some observations 
■t table the next morning, which I here repeat for 
the benefit of the readers of this record. 

The hat is the vulnerable point of the arti* 



I 




THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEAEFAST-TABLE. 20S 

fidal integument I learned this in early boyhood. 
I was once equipped in a hat of Leghorn straWi 
having a brim of much wider dimensions than were 
usual at that time, and sent to school in that portion 
of my native town which lies nearest to this me- 
tropolis. On my way I was met by a " Port-cbnck,** 
as we used to call the young gentlemen of that 
•ocality, and the following dialogue ensued. 

Tlie Port-chuck. Hullo, You-air, joo know th' 
wuz gon-to be a race to-monrah 7 

Mfjself. No. Who's gon-to run, 'n' whci's't gon- 
to be? 

The Port-chuck. Squire Mico V Doctor Wil- 
Jams, round the brim o' your bat 

These two much-respected gentlemen being the 
')lde8t inhabitants at that time, and the alleged race- 
course being out of the question, the Port-chuck also 
winking and thrusting his tongue into his cheek, I 
perceived that I had been trifled with, and the effect 
has been to make me sensitive and observant re- 
specting this article of dress ever since. Here is an 
axiom or two relating to it 

^ hat which has been popped^ or exploded by 
being sat down upon, is never itself again after- 
wards. 

It is a favorite Illusion of sanguine natures to be- 
lieve the contrary. 

Shabby gentility has nothing so 
*ts hat There is always an unnatural 
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about its napi and an unwholesome gloesi suggestive 
of a wet brash. 

The last effort of decayed fortune is expended in 
smoothing its dilapidated castor. The hat is the 
tiftmiMi mortem of ^ respectability.*^ 

The old gentleman took all these remarks 

and maxims very pleasantlyi saying, howeveri that 
be had forgotten most of his Ftench except the word 
for potatoes^— ^simi^i de tare* — VUimum moriens^ 
I told him, is old ItaliaUi uad signifies last thing to 
die. With this explanation he was well contented, 
and looked quite calm when I saw him afterwards 
hk the entry with a black hat on his head and the 
white one in his hand. 

—I think myself fortunate in having the Poet 
and the Professor for my intimates. We are so 
much together, that we no doubt think and talk a 
good deal alike ; yet our points of view are in many 
respects individual and peculiar. You know me 
well enoagh by this time. I have not talked with 
yon so long for nothing and therefore I don't think 
it necessary to draw my own portrait. But let jne 
say a word^ or two about my friends. 

The Professor considers himself, and I consider 
him, a very useful and worthy kihd of drudge. I 
think he has a pride in his small technicalities. I 
know that he has a great idea of fidelity; and 
thongh I suspect he laughs a little inwardly at times 
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at the grand airs ^ Science ^ puts on) as she stands 
marking time, but not getting on,* while the trumpets 
are blowing and the big drums beatings — ^yet I am 
sure he has a liking for his specialty, aad a respect 
for its cultivators. 

But m tell you what the Professor said to the 
Poet the other day. — My boy, said he, I can work 
a great deal cheaper than you, because I keep all my 
goods in the lower story. You have to hoist yours 
into the upper chambers of the brain, and let them 
down again to your customers. I take mine in at 
the level of the ground, and send them off from my 
doorstep almost without lifting. I tell you, the 
higher a man has to carry the raw material of 
thought before he works it up, the more it costs him 
in blood, nerve, and muscle. Coleridge knew all 
this very well when he advised every literary man 
to have a profession. 

Sometimes I like to talk with one of them, 

and sometimes with the other. After a while I get 
tired of both. When a fit of intellectual disgust 
comes over me, I will tell you what I have found 
admirable as a diversion, in addition to boating and 
other amusements which I have spoken of,— that is, 
working at my carpenter's-bench. Some mechanical 
employment is the greatest possible relief| after the 
purely intellectual faculties begin to tire. When I 
Vas quarantined once at Marseilles, I got to woA 
immediatelv at carving a wooden wonder of ioose 
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dugs on a stick, and got so interested in it, tbati 
when we were set loose, I ^ regained my freedom 
with a sigh,** because my toy was onfinished. 

There are long seasons when I talk only with the 
Professor, and others when I give myself wholly up 
to the Poet Now that my winter's work is orefi 
and spring is with us, I feel naturally drawn to the 
FbetPs company. I don't know anybody more alive 
to life than he is. The passion of poetry seizes ou 
him every spring, he says^— yet oftentimes he com- 
plains, that, when he feels most, he can sing least. 

Then a fit of despondency comes over him^— 1 
UA ashamed, sometimes,— said he, the other day^— > 
to think how far my worst songs fall below my best 
It sometimes seems to me, as I know it does to 
others who have told roe so, that they ought to be 
all besLr^ii not in actual execution, at least in plan 
and motive. I am grateful — he continued— for all 
such criticbms. A man is always pleased to have 
his most serious efforts praised, and the highest 
aspect of his nature get the most sunshine. 

Yet I am sure, that, in the nature of things, many 
minds must change their key now and then, on 
penalty of getting out of tune or losing their voices. 
You know, I suppose, — he said, — ^what is meant by 
complementary colors ? You know the effect, too, 
which the prolonged impression of any one color has 
on the retina. If you close your eyes after looking 
steadily at a red object, you see a green image. 
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It 18 80 with many minds| — I will not say with alL 
After looking at one aspect of external nature, or of 
any form of beauty or truth, when they turn away, 
the complementary aspect of the same object stamps 
itself irresistibly and automatically upon the mind- 
Shall they give expression to this secondary mental 
state, or not ? 

When I contemplate — said my friend, the Poe^ 
the infinite largeness of comprehension belonging to 
the Central Intelligence, how remote the creative 
conception is from all scholastic and ethical formuliB, 
I am led to think that a healthy mind ought to 
change its mood from time to time, and come down 
from its noblest condition, — never, of course, to de- 
grade itself by dwelling upon what is itself debasing, 
but to let its lower faculties have a chance to air and 
exercise themselves. After the first and second floor 
have been out in the bright street dressed in all their 
splendors, shall not our humble friends in the base- 
ment have their holiday, and the cotton velvet and 
the thin-skinned jewelry — simple adornments, but 
befitting the station of those who wear them — show 
themselves to the crowd, who think them beautiful, 
as they ought to, though the people up stairs know 
that they are cheap and perishable ? 

I don't know that I may not bring the Poet 
here, some day or other, and let him speak for him« 
aelfl Still I think I can tell you what he says quite 
M well as he could do it — Oh, — he said to me, ons 
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dMjf^l am but a hand-oigan maD^-say latheri a 
haod-orgaiu Life tarns the wincbi and fancy or 
aoddent polls out the stops. I oomo under your 
viodowsi some fine spring momingi and play you 
one of my adagio moTcmentSy and some of you say, 
-—This is good^ — play us so always. Bat| dear 
fiiendsi if I did not change the stop sometimesi the 
machine would wear out in one part and rust in 
another. How easily this or that tone flows i— you 
•ayi— there must be no end of just such melodies in 
hlnu— I will open the poor machine for you one mo- 
ment| and you shall loolu — Ah ! Every note marlcs 
where a spur of steel has been driven in. It is easy 
to grind out the songi bat to plant these bristling 
points which make it was the painful task of time. 

I don't like to say it, — he continued^ — but poets 
commonly have no larger stock of tunes than hand- 
organs ; and when you bear them piping up under 
your window, you know pretty well what to expect 
The more stops, the better. Do let them all be palled 
out in their turn ! 

So spoke my friend, the Poet, and read me one of 
his stateliest songs, and after it a gay chanson^ and 
then a string of epigrams. All true^ — ^he said,— all 
flowers of his soul ; only one with the corolla spread, 
and another with its disk half opened, and the third 
with the heart*leaves covered up and only a petal or 
two showing its tip through the calyx. The water- 
is the ^fpe of the poet's soul^ — ^he told me. 
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What do you think, Sir,-'«ai<l the diTuiify- 

■tndent, — opeas the booIs of poeta most fully ? 

Why, there must be the internal force and the ex- 
ternal stimolus. Neither is enough by itselfl A 
rose will not flower in the dark, and a fern will not 
flower anywhere. 

What do I think is the true sunshine that opens 
the poet's corolla? — I don't like to say. They spoil 
a good many, I am afraid; or at least tbey shine on 
a good many that never come to anything. 

Who are they? — i»aid the schoolmistress. 

Women. Their love first inupiies the poet, aw) 
tbeir praise is his best reward. 

The schoolmistress reddened a little, bat looked 
pleased. — Did I really think so ? — I do think so ; I 
never feel safe until I have pleased them ; I don't 
think they are the first to see one's defects, but they 
are the first to catch the color and fragranoe of a 
true poem. Fit the same intellect to a roan ao<. it 
is a bow-stnng, — to a woman and it is a harp>«tring. 
She is vibratile and resonant all over, so she stirs 
with slighter musical tremblings of the air about her. 

Ah, me ! — said my friend, the Poet, to roe, the 

other day, — what color would it not have given to 
my thnughts, and what thrioe-washed whiteness to 
luy words, had I been fed on women's praises ! I 
thould have grown like Marvell's fawo, — 

"liliM witboQt; tiMM within I " 
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Bat tben^ — be added, — ^we all think, (f so and ao, wa 
abonld ba^e been tbj8 or that, as you were sayinj^ 
tbe other day, in those rhyihea of yoors. 

——I don't think there are many poets in the sense 
of creates; but of those sensitire natores which 
reflect themselYes natorally in soft and melodioiis 
words, pleading for sympathy with their joys and 
so n o w s , erery literatore is f olL Nature carres with 
ber own hands the brain which holds the creative 
imagination, hot she casts the over-sensitiYe creatorea 
in scores from the same mould. 

There are two kinds of poets, just as there are two 
kinds of blondes. [Morement of corioaity among 
our ladies at tables — ^Please to tell os about those 
blondes, said the schoolmistress.] Why, there are 
blon()es who are such simply by deficiency of color- 
ing matter, — negative or washed blondes, arrested by 
Nature on the way to become albinesses. There are 
others that are shot through with golden light, with 
tawny or fulvous tinges in various degree, — positive or 
stained blondes, dipped in yellow sunbeams, and as 
unlike in their mode of being to the others as an 
orange is unlike a snowball The albino-style carries 
witn it a wide pupil and a sensitive retina. The 
other, or the leonine blonde, has an opaline fire lo 
ber clear eye, which the brunette can hardly matcl 
with hei quick glittering glances. 

Just so we have the great sun-kindled, constructiv 
imaginations, and a far more numerous dass c 
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poets who have a certaitt kind of moonlight-gcniu* 
giv«ii them to compensate for their imperfection ot 
nature. Their want of mental coloring-matter maket 
them sensitive to those impressions which strongei 
minds neglect or never feel at alL Many of then 
die young, and all of them arc tinged with mclao 
choly. There is no more beautiful illustration of the 
principle of compensation which marks the Divine 
benevolence than the fact that some of the holiest 
lives and some of the sweetest songs are tlie growth 
of the infirmity which unfits its subject for the 
rougher duties of life. When one reads the life of 
Cowper, or of Keats, or of Lucretia and Margaret 
Davidson, — of so many gentle, sweet natures, bom 
to weakness, and mostly dying before their time, — 
tine cannot help thinking that the boman race dies 
out singing, like the swan in the old story. The 
French poet, Gilbert, who died at the Hotel Dieo, at 
the age of twentyrnine, — (killed by a key in his 
throat, which he had swallowed when delirioas in 
consequence of a fall,) — this poor fellow vm a very 
good example of the poet by excess of sensibility. I 
found, the other day, that some of my literary friends 
bad never heard of him, though I suppose few edu- 
cated Frenchmen do not know the lines which be 
wrote, a week before his death, upon a mean bod in 
tlia great hospital of Paris. 

"Au banquet do U vie, iaforiuni conviva, 
J'lipparut UQ jour, et j* meun; 



tl4 Tm AUTOCBAT OP THE BUAEFAST-TABLI. 

J«mMn,atnrawti)nbe,aAl«iitamMttJ^MriTC, ■ 
HdI aa Tieodnt vartar dw idem" 

At lifVi g>7 banquet pbcad, a poor.iu)luqi]i7 gnM^ 

Oa* dajr I puR, titen diMppau; 
I dia, and CM the tomb wbara I at laagtii iball ratt 

No fiiand iball coma to abad a tear. 

Too leioember the same thing io other words aome 
wbeie in Kirte White's poems. It is the boiden of 
the pluotivo songs of all these sweet albino>poeta. 
** I shall die and be forgotten, and the world will go 
on jost as if I had aerer been ; — and yet how I have 
loved! how I have longed! bow I have aepifed!" 
And so unging, their eyes grow brighter and brighter, 
and their features thinner and thinner, antil at last 
the veil of flesh is threadbare, and, still singing, they 
. drop it and pass onward. 

Our brains are seventy^year docks. The 

Angel of Life winds them up once for all, then closes 
the case, and gives the key into the hand of the 
Angel of the Besarrection. 

Tio-tac! tio-tac! go the wheels of thought; oar 
will cannot stop them ; they cannot stop themselves ; 
sleep cannot still them ; madness pnly makes them 
go faster; death alone can break into the case, arid, 
seizing the ever^winging pendulum, which we call 
the heart, silence at last the clicking of the terrible 
escapement we have carried so long beneath onz 
wrinkled foreheads. 
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If we could only get at them, as we lie on oar 
pillows and count the dead beats of thought after 
thought and image after image jarring through the 
overtired organ ! Will nobody block those wbeeli, 
uncouple that pinion, cut the string that holds those 
weights, blow up the infernal machine with gun- 
powder ? What a passion comes over us sometimes 
for silence and rest ! — ^that this dreadful mechanism, 
unwinding the endless tapestry of time, embroidered 
with spectral figures of life and death, could have 
but one brief holiday ! Who can wonder that men 
swing themselves off from beams in hempen lassos ? 
— ^that they jump off from parapets into the swift 
and gurgling waters beneath ? — that they take coun* 
sel of the grim friend who has but to utter bis one 
peremptory monosyllable and the restless machine is 
shivered as a vase that is dashed upon a marble 
floor? Under that building which we pass every 
day there are strong dungeons, where neither hook, 
nor bar, nor bed-cord, nor drinking-vessel from which 
a sharp fragment may be shattered, shall by an) 
chance be seen. There is nothing for it, when the 
brain is on fire with the whirling of its wheels, but 
to spring against the stone wall and silence them 
with one crash. Ah, they remembered that^— the 
kind city fathers, — and the walls are nicely padded, 
so that one can take such exercise as he likes with* 
out damaging himself on the very plain and service- 
able upholstery. If anybody would only contrive 
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■ome kind of a terer that one oonld thniBt io among 
flw wo^ of this horrid aatomatoa and check them, 
or alter their rate of goia^ what would the votld 
gin for the discovery ? 

i Fhwn half a dime to a dime, aocording to the 
•tyle of the place and the qnalitj of the liquor,— 
•aid the yoaag fellow whom they call John. 

Yoo Bpeak trivially, bat not unwisely, — I said. 
Unless the will maintain a certain control over these 
movements, which it cannot stop; hat can to some 
extent regulate, men are very apt to try to get at the 
machine by some indirect system of leverage ot 
other. They clap on the brakes by means of opiom ; 
they change the maddening monotony of the rhythm 
'by means of fermented liqaors. It is because the 
'brain is locked up and we cannot touch its move* 
nient directly, that we thrust these coarse tools in 
-tbrongh any crevice, by which they may reach the 
interior, and bo alter its rate of going for a while, 
and at last spoil the machine. 

Men who exercise chiefly those faculties of the 
mind which work independently of the will, — poets 
and artists, for instance, who follow their imagination 
in their creative moments, instead of keeping it in 
hand as your logidans and practical men do with 
their' reafloning faculty, — such men are too apt to coll 
u the mechanical appliances to help them govern 
their intellects. 

-Jle means they get drunk, — said the young 

Mow already alluded to by namei 
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Do you think men of true genius are apt to in- 
dulge in the use of inebriating fluids? — said the 
divinity-student. 

If you think you are strong enough to bear what 
lam going to say, — I replied, — I will talk to you 
about this. But mind, now, these are the things that 
some foolish people call dangertms subjects^ — as if 
these vices which burrow into people's souls, as 
Guinea-worm burrows into the naked feet of We;? 
Indian slaves, would be more mischievous when 8e& 
than out of sight Now the true way to deal wi 
those obstinate anitnals, which are a dozen feet Ion 
some of them, and no bigger than a horse hair, is 
get a piece of silk round their heads^ and pull tben^:^ 
out very cautiously. If you only break them oS^ 
they grow worse than ever, and sometimes kill tbe^ 
person who has the misfortune to harbor one of '^' 
them. Whence it is plain that the first thing to do '^ 
is to find out where the head lies. 

Just so of all the vices, and particularly of this 
vice of intemperance. What is the head of it, and 
where does it lie ? For you may depend upon it, 
there is not one of these vices that has not a head 
of its own, — an intelligence, — a meaning,— a certain 
virtue, I was going to say, — but that might, perhaps, 
sound paradoxical. I have heard an immense num- 
ber of moral physicians lay down the treatment of 
moral Guinea-worms, and the vast majority of them 
would always insist that the creature had no head at 
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all, but was all body and tail. So I have found a 
very common result of their method to be that the 
itring slipped, or that a piece only of the creature 
was broken off, and the worm soon grew again, as 
bad as ever. The truth is, if the Devil could only 
appear in church by attorney, and make the best 
statement that the facts would bear him out. in doing 
on behalf of his special virtues, (what we commonly 
call vices,) the influence of good teachers would be 
much greater than it is. For the arguments by 
which the Devil prevails are precisely the ones that 
the Devil^qneller most rarely answers. The way to 
frgae down a vice is not to tell lies about it^ — ^to say 
that it has no attractions, when everybody knows 
that it has^ — but rather to let it make out its case 
just .as it certainly will in the moment of temptation, 
and then meet it with the weapons furnished by the 
Divine armory. Ithuriel did not spit the toad on his 
spear, you remember, but touched him with it, and 
the blasted angel took the sad glories of his true 
shape. If he had shown fight then, the fair spirits 
would have known how to deal with him. 

That all spasmodic cerebral action is an evil is 
not perfectly clear. Men get fairly intoxicated with 
music, with poetry, with religious excitement,-— 
oftencst with love. Ninon de PEndos said she was 
•o easily excited that her soup intoxicated her, and 
convalescents have been made tipsy by a beef-steak. 

There are forms and stages of alcoholic exaltation 
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which, in themselves, and without regard to their 
consequences, might be considered as positive im* 
provements of the persons affected. When the slug 
gish intellect is roused, the slow speech quickened, 
the cold nature warmed, the latent sympathy devel- 
oped, the flagging spirit kindled, — before the trains 
of thought become confused, or the will perverted, or 
the muscles relaxed, — just at the moment when the 
whole human zoophyte flowers out like a full-blown 
rose, and h ripe for the subscription-paper or tho 
contribution-box, — it would be hard to say that a 
man was, at that very time, worse, or less to be 
loved, than when driving a hard bargain with all his 
meaner wits about him. The difficulty is, that the 
alcoholic virtues don't wash; but until the water 
takes their colors out, the tints are very much like 
those of the true celestial stufE 

[Here I was interrupted by a question which I am 
very unwilling to report, but have confidence enough 
in those friends who examine these records to com- 
mit to their candor. 

A person at table asked me whether I ** went in 
for rum as a steady drink ?" — His manner made the 
question highly offensive, but I restrained myself 
and answered thus : — ] 

Rum I take to be the name which unwashed 
moralists apply alike to the product distilled from 
molasses and the noblest juices of the vineyard. 
Burgundy " in all its sunset glow " is runL Cham* 
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pogoei ^'tbe foaming wine of Eastern Franoey^ is 
nun. Hock, which our friend, the Poet, speaka of as 

** The Rhiiie^lNieaftmilk, gnsliiiig cold and brij^ 
FSiJe ai tlw moony and oiaddening ai her light," 

ia mm. Sir, I repudiate the loathsome volgariam aa 
an inaolt to the first miracle wroaght by the Fonnder 
of our religion ! I address myself to the company^— 
I belieYe in temperance, nay, almost in abstinence, 
•s a mle for healthy people. I trost that I practice 
both. Bat let me tell you, there' are companies of 
men of genius into which I sometimes go, where 
the atmosphere of intellect and sentiment is so much 
mors stimulating than alcohol, that, if I thought fit 
to take wine, it would be to keep me sober. 

Among the gentlemen that I have known, few, if 
any, were ruined by drinking. My few drunken 
acquaintances were generally ruined before they be« 
came drunkards. The habit of drinking is often a 
▼ice, no doubt, — sometimes a misfortune, — as when 
an almost irresistible hereditary propensity exists to 
indulge in it, — ^but oftenest of all a punishmenL 

Empty beads, — heads without ideas in wholesome 
variety and sufficient number to furnish food for the 
mental clockwork, — ill-regulated heads, where the 
faculties are not under the control of the will, — these 
are the ones that hold the brains which their owners 
are so apt to tamper with, by introdudng the appli* 
aoces we have been talking about. Now, when a 
gentleman's brain is empty or ill-regulated, it is, to a 
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great extent, his own fault ; and so 't is simple retri- 
bution, that, while he lies slothfully sleeping or aim- 
lessly dreaming, the fatal habit settles on him like a 
vampyre, and sucks his blood, fanning him all the 
while with its hot wings into deeper slumber or idler 
dreams ! I am not such a hard-soulcd being as to 
apply this to the neglected poor, who have had no 
chance to fill their heads with wholesome ideas, and 
to be taught the lesson of self-government I trust 
the larifT of Heaven has an ad valorem scale for 
them* — and all of us. 

But to come back to poets and artists; — ^if tbej 
really are more prone to the abuse of stimulants,— 
and I fear that this is true, — the reason of it is only 
too clear. A man abandons himself to a fine firenzyi 
and the power which flows through him, as I once 
explained to yon, makes him the medium of a great 
poem or a great picture. The creative action is not 
voluntary at all, but automatic ; we can only put the 
mind into the proper attitude, and wait for the wind, 
that blows where it listeth, to breathe over it. Thus 
the true state of creative genius is allied to reverie^ 
or dreaming. If mind and body were both healthy 
and had food enough and fair play, I doubt whether 
any men would be more temperate than the imagin- 
ative classes. But body and mind often flag^— pe^ 
haps they are ill-made to begin with, underfed with 
>read or ideas, overworked, or abused in some way 
The automatic action, by which genius wrought *ts 
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woodersi fails. There is only one thing which can 
rouse the machine ; not wiU^ — ^tbat cannot reach it ; 
nothing bot a minons agent, which harries the 
wbeeb awhile and soon eats out the heart of the 
mechanism. The dreaming faculties are always the 
dangerous ones, becanse their mode of action can be 
imitated by artificial excitement; the reasoning ones 
•re safe| becanse they imply continued voluntary 
effort 

* I think you will find it uuci that, before any inoe 
can &sten on a man, body, mind, or moral nature 
must be debilitated. The mosses and fungi gather 

00 rfckly trees, not thriving onlw; and the odious 
parasites which fasten on the human firame choose 
tiiat which is already enfeebled. Bfr. Walker, the 
bygman humorist, declared that he had such a 
healthy skin it was impossible for any impurity to 
stick to it, and maintained that it was an absurdity 
to wash a face which was of necessity always dean. 

1 don't know bow much fancy there was in this; 
but there is no fancy in saying that the lassitude of 
tired-out operatives, and the languor of imaginative 
natures in their periods of collapse, and the vacuity 
of minds untrained to labor and discipline, fit the 
w&al and body for the germination of the seeds of 
Intemperance. 

Whenever the wandering demon of Drunkenness 
finds a ship adrift^ — no steady wind in its sails, no 
ttioaghtfnl pilot directing its course^— he steps oa 
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board, takes the helm, and steers straight for the 
maelstrom. 



1 wonder if you know the terrible smikt 



[The young fellow whom they call John winked 
very hard, and made a jocular remark, the sense of 
which seemed to depend on some double meaning 
of the word smile. The company was curioos to 
know what I meant] 

There are persons — I said — who no sooner come 
within sight of you than they begin to smile, with 
an uncertain movement of the mouth, which con- 
veys the idea that they are thinking about them- 
selves, and thinking, too, that you are thinking they 
are thinking about themselves, — and so look at yon 
with a wretched mixture of self-consciousness, awk- 
wardness, and attempts to carry off both, which are 
betrayed by the cowardly behaviour of the eye and 
the tell-tale weakness of the lips that characterize 
these unfortunate beings. 

Why do you caU them unfortunate, SirT— 

asked the divinity-student. 

Because it is evident that the consciousness of 
some imbecility or other is at the bottom of this ex- 
traordinary expression. I don't think, however, that 
these persons are commonly fools. I have known a 
number, and all of them were intelligent. I think 
nothing conveys the idea of underbreeding mois 
than this self-betraying smile. Yet I think this per 
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culiar habit as well as that of meaningless blushing 
may be fallen into by very good people who met* 
^ofteni or sit opposite each other at table. A imt 
gsntleman's face is infinitely removed from all such 
paltriness^— calm-eyed| firm-mouthed. I think Ti« 
tian understood the look of a gentleman as well as 
anybody that ever lived. The portrait of a young 
man holding a glove in his hand, in the Oallery of 
flie Louvre, if any of you have seen that collection, 
will remind you of what I mean. 

D o I think these people know the peculiar 
look they have?*— I cannot say; I hope not; I am 
afraid they would never forgive me, if they did. 
The wcHTst of it is, the trick is catching ; when one 
meets one of these fellows, be feels a tendency to 
the same manifestation. The Ptofessor tells me 
Hiere is a muscular slip, a dependence of the platjfima 
mjfaides^ which is called the risorius SanlorinL 

Say that once more^— exclaimed the young 

fellow mentioned above. 

The Professor says there is a little fleshy slip 
called Santorini's laughing muscle. I would have 
it cut out of my face, if I were born with one of 
those constitutional grins upon it Perhaps I am 
uncharitable in my judgment of those sour-looking 
people I told you of the other day, and of these 
smiling folks. It may be that they are bom with 
these looks, as other people are with more generally 
leoognixed deformities. Both are bad enough, but I 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEAKFAST-TABLB. 22c 

bad rather meet three of the scowlers than one of 
the smilers. 

There is another unfortunate way of looking, 

which is peculiar to that amiable sex we do not like 
to find fault with. There are some very pretty, but, 
unhappily, very ill-bred women, who don't unde^ 
stand the law of the road with regard to handsome 
faces. Nature and custom would, no doubt, agree 
in conceding to all males the right of at least two 
distinct looks at every comely female countenance, 
without any infraction of the rules of courtesy or the 
sentiment of respect The first look is necessaiy to 
define the person of the individual one meets so as 
to avoid It in oassing. Any unusual attraction de- 
tected in a first glance is a sufiicient apology for a 
second, — not a prolonged and impertinent stare, bat 
an appreciating homage of the eyes, such as a 
stranger may inoffensively yield to a passing image. 
It is astonishing how morbidly sensitive some vul- 
gar beauties are to the slightest demonstration of 
this kind. When a lady walks the streets, she leaves 
her virtuous-indignation countenance at home ; she 
knows well enough that the street is a picture- 
gallery, where pretty faces framed in pretty boimets 
are meant to be seen, and everybody has a right to 
see them. 

■ When we observe how. the same features and 
style of person and character descend from gene^ 
%tion to generation, we can believe that some in? 
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lierited'wcalciiess may account for tbese peculiarities 
LiU]« snap ping-turtles vnap— ao the great naturalist 
tcUs a^— before they are out of the egg-shell. I am 
aatiafied, that, much higher up in the scale of life, 
dtuactcT is dietinctly showi at the age of — 3 or 
^^ months. 

My h-iend, the Professor, has been full of eggs 

lately. [Tliia remark excited b burst of hilarity, 
' which I did not allow to interrupt the course of my 
obrcrvations.] He has been reading the great book 
when ho found the fact about the Utile snapping* 
tartles mentioned above. Some of the things bo 
has told me have suggested several odd aaalogieA 
enODgb. 

There are half a dozen men, or so, who carry in 
tfaeir tirains the ovarian eggi of the next generation's 
or oeotnry's civilization. These eggs are not ready 
to be laid in the form of books as yet ; some of them 
•re budly ready to be pat into the form of talk. 
But as rudimentary ideas or inchoate tendencies, 
there they are ; and these are what must form the 
iiitiire. A man's general notions are not good for 
mneh, unless be has a crop of these intellectual 
oraiiai) eggs in his own brain, or knows them as 
they exist in the minds of others. One must be in 
the habit of talking with such persons to get at tbese 
mditnentary germs of thought; for their deve'op- 
meat la necessarily imperfect, aild tbey an moulded 
•a new patteroi, which must be long and closely 
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«tadied. But these are the men to talk with. No 
fresh truth ever gets into a book. 
A good many fresh lies get in, anyhow,— said 



one of the company. 

I proceeded, in spite of the interruptionii — All 
uttered thought, my friend, the Professor, says, is 
of the nature of an excretion. Its materials have 
been taken in, and have acted upon the system, and 
been reacted on by it; it has circulated and done its 
office in one mind before it is given out for the 
benefit of others. It may be milk or venom to other 
minds ; but, in either case, it is something which the 
producer has had the use of and can part with. A 
man instinctively tries to get rid of his thought in 
conversation or in print so soon as it is matured ; 
but it is hard to get at it as it lies imbedded, a 
mere potentiality, the germ of a germ, in his in- 
tellect 

Where are the brains that are fullest of these 

ovarian eggs of thought ? — I decline mentioning 
individuals. The producers of thought, who are 
few, the << jobbers" of thought, who are many, and 
the retailers of thought, who are numberless, are so 
mixed up in the popular apprehension, that it would 
be hopeless to try to separate them before opinion 
has had time to settle. Follow the course of opinion 
on the great subjects of human interest for a few 
generations or centuries, get its parallax, map out a 
small arc of its movement, see where it tends, and 
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then see who is in advance of it or even with It ; tho 
world calls hitn hard names, probably; but if yoa 
would find the ova of the future, you must look into 
the folds of his cerebral convolutions. 

[The divinity -student looked a tittle puzzled at 
thin suggestion, aa if he did not see exactly where 
he was to come out, if be computed his arc too 
nicely. I think it possible it might cut otT a few 
corners of his present belief, as it has cut off martyr> 
burning and witch-hanging; — but time will show, 
— time will show, as the old gentlemaii opposite 
says.] 

Ohf — hen u that copy of tsibm I told too 

■boat 

SPRING HAS COMB. 

Intra Mum. 

Iko tunbeun*, Io«t for faalT • year, 
SUnt thnragh m/ pane their morniDg layi 
^ For dry Northveiten cold and clear, 
The East Uowi in iti thin blue hasa. 

And Snt the inowdrop'* bella txt nea, 

Tben ckwe against ths ibelteriog wall 
The tulip'* bom of dutkjr green, 

^M peonjr'i dai^ unfolding balL 

The golden-chaliced croctu banit; 

Tlie long narci«ii»-b]ailfi appear; 
He cone-boakad hjradntli return*, 

And light* her bina-llained chandaUer. 
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The willow's whistling Ushes, wrung 

By the wild winds of gusty Marcb« 
With sallow leaflets lightly strung, 

Are swaying by the toiled larch. 

The elms have robed their slender spray 
With full-blown flower and embryo leaf; 

Wide o*er the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chie£ 

[See the proud tulip's flaunting copi 
That flames in glory for an hour, — 
Behold it withering, — then look up,«- 
IIow meek the forest-monarch's flower (— 

When wake the violets, Winter dies ; 

When sprout the elm-buds, Spring it nears 
When lilacs blossom, Summer cries, 

^ Bud) little roses 1 Spring is here I "^ 

The windows blush with fresh bouquetf. 

Cut with the May-dew on their hps ; 
The radish all its bloom displays, 

Pink as Aurora's finger-tips. 

Nor less the flood of light that showen 

On beauty's changed corolla-shades,— 
The walks are gay as bridal bowers 

With rows of many-petalled maidSi 

The scarlet shcll-flsh click and clash 

In the blue barrow where they slide ; 
The horseman, proud of streak and splash. 

Creeps homeward from his momiog ridtb 
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' Ilcnj eomes the ilealor'i awkward string, 

Wilh neck in rope and tail io knot, — 
BoDgh colts, iritb careless counliy-swing. 
In luj walk or sIoDuluDg trot 

Willi fill^ from tlie mounlam-dde. 
Doomed to the cloie and cbaiing lliilli, 
Lend me thy long, untiring strida 
To iGck with thee th/ western hills I 

I hear the whispering voice of Spring, 
The thrush's trill, the cat-binl'« crj, 

Ijke some poor bird with prisoned wing 
Ibat lits and sings, but long* to fl}r. 

Oil Ibr one ipot of liring green,— 
t/na little spot where loavee can grow,^ 

Tb lore uDbUmed, to walk aaMeD, 
To draam above, to aleep below t 



IX 

[Agui estd emeerrada el alma del lieendado Pedn 
Oarciat. 

IT I should ever make a little book oat of these 
papers, which I hope yoa are not getting tired of, I 
suppose I ought to save the above sentence for a 
motto on the title-page. Bat I wapt it now, and 
most use it I need not say to yoa that the wordt 
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■re Spanish, nor that the; are to be foand in lbs 
■hort Introduction to " Gil Bias," nor that they mean, 
" Here lies buried tho soal of the liceatiate Pedn 
Garcias." 

I warned all young people ofl* the premises wbpD 
I began my notes referring to old age. I most ba 
equally fair with old people now. They are earoestlj 
requested to leave this paper to young persons from 
the age of twelve to that of four-score years and ten, 
at which latter period of life I am sure that I shall 
have at least one youthful rcadrr. Yon know well 
enough what I mean by youth and age }— something 
in the soul, which has no more to do with the color 
of the hair than the vein of gold in a rock has to do 
with the grass a thousand feet above it 

I am growing bolder as I write. I think it requirei 
not only youth, but genius, to read this paper. I 
don't mean to imply that it required any whatsoer^ 
to talk what I have here written down. It did de* 
mand a certain amount of memory, and such com* 
mand of the English tongue as is given by a common 
school education. So much 1 do claim. But here I 
have related, at length, a string of trivialities. Yoa 
must have the imagination of a poet to transfigora 
them. These little colored patches are stains apoa 
the windows of a human soul ; stand on the ontaide, 
they ure but dull and meaningless spots of coloT) 
seen from within, they are glorified shapes with em 
purpled vings and suabright aureoles. 
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•My hand tremblen when I offer you this. Many 
tiroes 1 have come bearing flowera such as my gar- 
den gKw; but ROW I ofTcr you thU poor, brown, 
boniely growth, you may cast it away as worthless. 
And yet— and yet — it is something better than 
flowers; it is a tced-capsule. Many a gardener will 
cut you a bouquet o( his choicest blossoms for small 
fee, but be does not love to let the seeds of his rarest 
▼Bxieties go out of his own bands. 

It is by little thing? that we know ourselves ; a soul 
would very probably mistake itself lor another, when 
once disembodied, were it not for individual experi- 
ences which differ from those of others only in <)e> 
tails seemingly trifling. All of as have been tbirety 
thousands of times, and felt, with Pindar, that watei 
. wu the best of things. I alone, as I think, of all 
mankind, remember one particular pailful of water, 
flavored with the white-pine of which the pail was 
made, and the brown mug out of which one Edmood, 
a red-faced and curly-haired boy, \vas averred to have 
bittcQ a fragment in his baste to drink ; it being then 
high summer, and litUe full-blooded boys feeling very 
warm and porous in the low^' studded " scbool^vom 
where Dame Prentiss, dead and gone, ruled ova 
young children, many of whom are old ghost* now, 
and have known Abraham for twen^ ta thirty yean 
of our mortal time. 

Thirst belongs to humanity, everywhere, in aL 
ages; but that white-pine pail, and that brown nrag 
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oelong to me in particular; and jast so of my special 
relationships with other things and wich my race. 
Dne could never remember himself in eternity by the 
mere fact of having loved or hated any more than by 
that of having thirsted; love and bate have no more 
individuality in them than single waves in the ooeau; 
— ^but the accidents or trivial marks which distin- 
guishcd those whom we loved or hated make their 
memory our own forever, and with it that of our own 
personality also. 

Therefore, ray aged friend of five-and-twenty, or 
thereabouts, pause at the threshold of this particular 
record, and ask yourself seriously whether yoa are 
fit to read such revelations as are to follow. For 
observe, you have here no splendid array of petals 
such as poets offer you, — ^nothing but a dry shell| 
containing, if you will get out what is in it» a fe^ 
small seeds of poems. You may laugh at them, if 
you like. I shall never tell you what I think of yon 
for so doing. But if you can read into the heart of 
these things, in the light of other memories as slight, 
yet as dear to your soul, then you are neither more 
nor less than a Poet, and can afford to write no more 
verses during the rest of your natural life^ — ^whicb 
abstinence I take to be one of the surest marks of 
your meriting the divine name I have just bestowed 
upon you* 

May I beg of you who have begun this paper, 
nobly trusting to your own imagination and sensi- 
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Ulities to give it the Bignificanoe which it does not lay 
elaim to without jroar kiad uaiBtanoe, — inay I beg 
of yoa, I taj, to pay perticalar attentioa to the 
braeketa which enclose certain pamgrapha T I want 
my ** asides," yoa Bec^ to whisper loud to yoa who 
read my ootea, and sometimes I talk a page or two 
to yon witbont pretending that I stud a word of it 
to our boarders. Yoa will find a very long " aside ** 
to yoa almost as soon as yoa begin to read. And 
■o, dear yonng friend, fall to at once, taking snch 
things as I have provided for yoa; and if yoa tarn 
them, by the aid of your powerful imaginaUon, into 
a &ir banqoet, why, then, peace be with yoa, end a 
summer by the still waters of some qaiet river, or by 
some yellow beach, where, as my frieud the Professor, 
says, you can sit with Nature's wrist in yoar hand 
and count her ocean-pulses.] 

I should tike to make a few intimate revelations 
relating especially to my early life, if I thought you 
woald like to hear them, 

[The Bchoolmifltresa turned a Uttle in her chair, and 
eat with her face directed partly towards me. — Half- 
mooming now; — purple ribbon. That breastpin she 
wears has gray hair in it; her mother's, no doubt; — 
I remember our landlady's daughter telling me, soon 
after the schoolmistress came to board with us, that 
she bad lately "buried a payrent." That's what 
made her look so pale,- -kept the poor dying thing 
alive with her own blood. Ah! long illness is the 
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real vampyrism ; think of living a year or two after 
one is dead, by sucking the life-blood out of a firail 
young creature at one's bedside ! Well, souls grow 
white, as well as cheeks, in these holy duties, ODe 
that goes in a nurse may come out an angelw— God 
bless all good women ! — to their soft hands and pity* 

ing hearts we must all come at last ! Tlie school* 

mistress has a better color than when she came. 

Too late! ^** It might have been.^ Amen! 

How many thoughts go to a dozen heart* 
beats, sometimes! There was no long pause after 
my remark addressed to the company, but in that 
time I had the train of ideas and feelings I have 
just given flash through my consciousness sudden 
and sharp as the crooked red streak that springs out 
of its black sheath like the creese of a Malay in his 
death-race, and stabs the earth right and left in its 
blind rage. 

I don't deny that there was a pang in it^— yes, a 
stab; but there was a prayer, too, — the "Amen" be- 
longed to that. — Also, a vi«iion of a four-story brick 
house, nicely furnished, — I actually saw many specific 
articles,— curtains, sofas, tables, and others, and could 
draw the patterns of them at this moment,— -a brick 
bouse, I say, looking out on the water, with a fur 
parlor, and books and busts and pots of flowers and 
bird-cages, all complete ; and at the window, looking 
on the water, two of us. — ^^ Male and female created 
He them." — These two were standing at the windoWf 



when a smaller shape that was playing near th^m 

looked op at me with such a look tiiat I 

poured oat a glass of water, drank it all down, and 
then oontinoed.] 

I said I should lite to tell you Home things, Bach 
■a people commonly never tell, about my early recol- 
lections. Should you like to hear them ? 

Should wa HJee to hear them ? — ttaid the echool- 
mistresi ; — no, bat we should love to. 

[The voice was a sweet one, naturally, and had 
•omething Tery pleasant in its tone, jast then. — The 
foar^tory brick house, which had gone out like a 
transparency when the light behind it is quenched, 
glimmered again for a moment; parlor, books, busts, 
flower-pots, bird-cages, all complete, — and the figures 
as before.] 

We are waiting with eagerness, Sir, — said the 
divinity-student 

[The transparency went out as if a fiash of black 
lightning had struck it] 

If you want to hear my confessions, the next 
thing — I said — is to know whether I can trust yon 
with them. It is only fair to say that there are a 
great many people in the world that langh at snch 
things. / tbink tfaey are fools, bat perhaps yon 
don't all agree with me. 

Here are children of tender age talked to as if 
they were capable of nnderstaoding Calvin's " Insta- 
tntes," and nobody has honesty or sense enongh to 
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tell the plain truth about the little wretches: that 
they are as superstitious as naked savages, and such 
miserable spiritual cowards — ^that is, if they have any 
imagination — that they will believe anything which 
is taught them, and a great deal more which they 
teach themselves. 

I was born and bred, as I have told you twenty 
times, among books and those who knew what was 
in books. I was carefully instructed in tilings tern- 
poral and spiritual. But up to a considerable matu* 
rity of childhood I believed Raphael and Micbaci 
Angelo to have been superhuman beings. The 
central doctrine of the prevalent religious faith ol 
Christendom was utterly confused and neutralized in 
my mind for years by one of those too common sto- 
ries of actual life, which I overheard repeated in a 
whisper. — Why did I not ask ? you will say. — You 
don't remember the rosy pudency of sensitive chil- 
dren.' The first instinctive movement of the little 
creatures is to make a cache^ and bury in it beliefs, 
doubts, dreams, hopes, and terrors. I am uncovering 
one of these caches. Do you think I was neces- 
sarily a greater fool and coward than another ? 

I was afraid of ships. Why, I could never tclL 
The masts looked frightfully tall, — but they were not 
so tall as the steeple of our old yellow meeting-bouse. 
A.t any rate I used to hide my eyes from the sloops 
and schooners that were wont to lie at the end of 
whe bridge, and I confess that traces of this undefined 
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terror lasted very long. — One other source of alarm 
had a still mora fearful eignificaiice. There waa a 
great wooden hand, — a glove-m;iker*s sign, which 
used to swing and creak in the blast, as it hung from 
a plUai before a certain shop a mile or two outi>ide 
of the city. Oh, the dreadful hand! Always hang- 
ing there ready to catch up a little boy, who would 
come home to supper no more, nor yet to bed,— 
whose porringer would Ls laid away empty thence- 
forth, and hia half-worn shoes wait until his small 
brother grew to fit them. 

As for all manner of superstitious observances, I 
used once to think I must have been peculiar in 
baving such a list of thejn, bat I now believe that 
naif the childreo of the same age go through the 
same experiences. No Roman soothsayer ever had 
such a catalogue of omens as I found io the Sibyl- 
line leaves of my childhood. That trick of throwing 
ft stone at a tree and attaching some mighty issiie to 
hitting or missing, which you will find mentioned in 
one or more biographies, I well remember. Stepping 
on or over certain particular things or spots — Dr 
Johnson's especial weakness — I got the habit of at 
a very early age.^ — I won't swear that I have not 
come tendency to these not wise practices even at 
this present date. [How many of yoa that read 
these notes can say the same thing!] 

With these follies mingled sweet deluuona, which 
I loved BO well I would not ontgrow them, even 
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when it required a voluntary ciTort to put a moment* 
ary trust in them. Here is one which I cannot hdp 
telling you. 

The firing of the great guns at the Navy-yard is 
easily heard at the place where I was bom and lived. 
" There is a ship of war come in," they used to say, 
when they heard them. Of course, I supposed tbat 
such vessels came in unexpectedly, after indefinite 
years of absence, — suddenly as falling stones; aod 
that the great guns roared in their astonishment aod 
delight at the sight of the old war-ship splitting the 
bay with her cutwater. Now, the sloop-of-war the 
Wasp, Captain Blakely, after gloriously capturing 
the, Reindeer and the Avon, had disappeared firom 
the face of the ocean, and was supposed to be lost 
But there was no proof of it, and, of course, for a 
time, hopes were entertained tbat she might be 
heard from. Long after the last real chance bad 
utterly vanished, I pleased myself with the fond illu- 
sion that somewhere on the waste of waters she wtf 
still floating, and there were yean during wbicH I 
never heard the sound of the great guns booRung 
inland from the Navy-yard without saying to myselt 
^ The Wasp has come ! " and almost thinking I 
conid sec her, as she rolled in, crumpling the water 
before her, weather-beaten, barnacled, with 'shattered 
spars and threadbare canvas, welcomed by the sbooti 
and tears of thousands. This was one of thoM 
'Ireams that I nursed and never told. Let me maks 
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B clean breast uf it now, and say, that, bo late as to 
have outgrown childhood, perhaps to have got fiir on 
towards manhood, when the roar of the cannon haa 
Btruck suddenly on my car, I have started with a 
thrill of vague expectation and tremulous delight, 
and the long-unspoken words have articulated them- 
selves in the miiid'a dumb whisper. The Wasp lias 
come! 

Yea, children believe plenty of queer things. 
I suppose all of you have had the pocket-book fever 
when you were little? — What do I mean? Why, 
ripping up old pocket-books in tho firm belief that 
bank-bills to an immense amount were hidden in 
tbem. — So, too, you must all remember some splen- 
did unfulfilled promise of somebody or other, which 
fed you with hopes perhaps for years, and which left 
a blank in your life which nothing has ever filled up. 
— O. T. quitted oar household carrying with him the 
Dassionate regrets of the more youthful members. 
He waa an ingenious youngster ; wrote wonderful 
copies, and carved the two initials given above with 
great sldll on all available sorfaces. I thought, by 
tho way, they were oil gone; but the other day I 
found them on a certain door which I will show yon 
some time. How it surprised me to find tbem so 
near the ground! I had thought the boy of no 
trivial dimensions. Well, O. T., when he went, 
made a solemn promise to two of as. I was to 
have a ship, and the other • marJtn-hoose (last syl* 
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.Able pronounced as in the word tin). Neither ever 
came ; but, oh, bow many and many a time I have 
stolen to the corneri — ^the cars pass dose by it at this 
time, — and looked up that long .avenue, thinking 
that he must be coming now, almost surei as I 
turned to look northward, that there he would be, 
trudging toward me, the ship in one hand and the 
mar/m-house in the other! 

[You must not suppose that all I am going to say, 
as well as all I have said, was told to the whole 
company. The young fellow whom they call John 
was in the yard, sitting on a barrel and smoking a 
cheroot, the fumes of which came in, not ungrateful, 
through the open window. The divinity-student 
disappeared in the midst of our talk. The poor 
relation in black bombazine, who looked and moved 
as if all her articulations were elbow-joints, had 
gone off to her chamber, after waiting with a look 
of soul-subduing decorum at the foot of the stairs 
until one of the male sort had passed her and 
ascended into the upper regions. This is a famous 
point of etiquette in our boarding-house; in fEtct, 
between ourselves, they make such an awful fuss 
about it, that I, for one, had a great deal rather have 
them simple enough not to think of such matters at 
all. Our landlady's daughter said, the other even- 
ing, that she was going to ^^ retire " ; whereupon the 
young fellow called John took up a lamp and in* 

sisted on lighting her to the foot of the staircase 

11 
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Nothing would in<Iure her to pass by him, until the 
EcboolmiNtrciis, saying in good plain English that it 
vai ber bed-time, walked straight by them both, not 
oeeming to trouble herself about either of them. 

I have been led away from what I meant the por- 
tion included in these brackets to inform my readers 
about. I say, then, most of the boarders had left Ibo 
table about the time when I began telling some of 
these secrets of mine, — all of them, in fact, but the 
old gentleman opposite and the schoolmistress. I 
mwlentaDd why a young woman ihoald like to hear 
these umple but genoine experiences of early life, 
which are, as I have said, the little brown seeds of 
what may yet grow to be poems with leaves of 
axoK and gold ; but when the old gentleman pushed 
up bis chaii nearer to me, and slanted round his best 
ear, and once, when I was speaking of some trifling, 
tender reminiscence, drew a long breath, with sucb a 
tremor in it that a little more and it would have 
been a sob, why, then I felt there must be something 
of nature in them which redesmed their seeming in- 
ugnificance. Tell me, man or woman with whom ( 
am whispering, have you not a small store of recol- 
lections, socb as these I am uncovering, buriej 
beneath the dead leaves of many summers, perhaps 
under the unmelting snows of fast-returning winters, 
—ti few sucb recollections, which, if you should 
Write them all out, would be swept into some care* 
ess editor's drawer, and might cost a soanfy balT- 
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horn's lazy reading to bis snbscriben, — and ypt, if 
Death should cheat you of them, yoo would not 
know yourself in eternity ?] 

1 nrtade three acquaintances at a very early 

period of life-, my introduction to whom was nevet ■ 
forgotten. The first oneqaivocal act of wrong that 
has left its trace in my memory was this: refut- 
ing a small favor asked of me, — nothing more than 
telling what bad happened at school one mom* 
ing. No matter who asked it; but there were cir- 
cumstances which saddened and awed me. I bad 
no heart to speak ; — I faltered some miserable, per- 
haps petulant excuse, stole away, and the first battle 
of life was lost What remorse followed I need not 
telL Then and there, to the best of my knowledge, 
I first consciously took Sin hy the hand and tamed 
my back on Duty. Time has led me to look opon 
my offence more leniently; I do not believe it or 
any other childish wrong is infinite, as aome have 
pretended, hut infinitely finite. Yet, oh if I had bat 
won that battle ! 

The great Destroyer, whose awful shadow it waa 
that had silenced me, came near me, — hot never, so 
as to be distinctly seen and remembered, daring my 
lender years. There flits dimly before me the image 
of a little girl, whose name even I have forgotten, a 
Echooltnatc, whom we missed one day, and wcm 
told that she bad died. But what death wa* 1 
never had any very distinct idea, until one day I 
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dirobed the low stone wall of the old bnrial-gronna 
and mingled with a groop thai were looking into a 
rery deep, long, narrow hole, dog down through the 
green sod, down through the brown loam, down 
ihrongh the yellow gravel, and there at the bottom 
was an oblong red box, and a still; sharp, white teice 
of a yoong man seen through an opening at one end 
of it When the lid was closed, and the gravel and 
stones rattled down pell-mell, .and the woman in 
Uack, who was crying and wringing her hands, 
went off with the other mourners, and left him, then 
I felt that I had seen Death, and should never forget 
him* 

One other acquaintance I made at an earlier pe- 
riod of life than the habit of romancers authorizes^-^ 

• 

Love, of course^ — She was a famous beauty after- 
wards^ — I am satisfied that many children rehearse 
their parts in the drama of life before they have shed 
all their milk-teeth. — I think I won't tell the story 
of the golden blonde^ — I suppose everybody has had 
his childish fancies; but sometimes they are pas 
sionate impulses, which anticipate all the tremulous 
emotions belonging to a later period Most children 
remember seeing and adoring an angel before they 
were a dozen years old. 

[The old gentleman had left his chair opposite and 
taken a seat by the schoolmistress and myself, a 
little way from the table^^ — It's true,^ it's true, — saia 
the old gentleman^ — He took hold of a steel watch« 
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chain, which carried a large, square gold key at one 
end and was supposed to have some kind of time* 
keeper at the other. With some trouble he dragged 
up an ancient-looking, thick, silver, bull's-eye watch. 
He looked at it for a moment^ — hesitated, — touched 
the inner corner of his right eye with the pulp of his 
middle fmgcr, — looked at the face of the watch^«- 
said it was getting into the forenoon, — ^then opened 
the watch and handed me the loose outside case 
without a word. — The watch-paper had been pink 
once, and had a faint tinge still, as if all its tender 
life had not yet quite faded out. Two little birds, a 
flower, and, in small school-girl letters, a date, — 17 . • 
— no matter. — Before I was thirteen years old^— said 

the old gentleman. 1 don't know what was in 

that young schoolmistress's head, nor why she should 
have done it ; but she took out the watch-paper and 
pdt it softly to her lips, as if she were kissing tlie 
poor thing that made it so long ago. The old gea^ 
tieman took the watch-paper carefully firoai her, 
replaced it, turned away and walked oat, holding 
the watch in his hand. I saw him pass the window 
a moment after with that foolish white hat on his 
head ; he couldn't have been thinking what he was 
about when he put it on. So the schoolrrustreas 
and I were left alone. I drew my chair a shade 
nearer to her, and continued.] 

And since I am talking of early recollections, I 
don't know why I shouldn't mention some otheia 
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thmt stiU cling to me, — not that you wilt attach any 
Tt^ry particular meaning to these same images so 
fuU of ftigniiicance to nae, but that you will find 
BOmetbi.ig parallel to them in your own memory. 
You remember, perhaps, what I said one day about 
amella. There were certain Bounds also which had a 
mysterious suggcstivencss to me, — not so intense, 
perhaps, as that connected with the other sense, but 
yet peculiar, and never to be forgotten. 

The first was the creaking of the wood-sleds, 
bringing tbeir loads of oak and walnut from the 
couiiCiy, as the slow-swinging oxen trailed them 
along over tho oomplaining enow, in the cold, brown 
light of early morning. Lying in bed and listening 
to their dreary music had a pleasure in it akin to the 
Lncretian luxury, or that which Byron speaks of as 
to ba enjoyed in looking on at a battle by one ** who 
hath oo friend, no brother there." 

There was another sound, in itself so sweet, and 
so connected with one of those simple and curious 
sopeistitions of childhood of which I have spoken, 
that I can never cease to cherish a sad sort of love 
for it — Let me tell the superstitious fancy first 
The Puritan " Sabbath," as everybody bno'ws, b<^aa 
at ** sundown " on Saturday evening. To such 
sbeerranoe of it I was born and bred. As the large, 
round disk of day declined, a stillness, a solemnity, a 
somewhat melancholy bush came over us aU. It 
rras time for worit to cease, and for playtUngit to be 
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put away. The world of active life passed into tbe 
shadow of an eclipse, not to emerge until tlie sun 
should sink again beneath the horizon. 

It was in this stillness of the world withont tod 
of the soul within that the pulsating lullaby of the 
evening crickets used to make itself most distinctly 
heard, — so that I well remember I used to think tliat 
tbe purring of these little creatures, which miiiglett 
with the batrachian hymns from, the ucighboring 
swamp, was peculiar to Saturday eveninffs. I don't 
know that anything could give a clearer idea of the 
quieting and subduing effect of the old habit of 
observance of what was considered holy time, titan 
this strange, childish fancy. 

Ye^, and there was still another sound which 
mingled its solemn cadences with the waking and 
sleeping dreams of my boyhood. It was beard only 
at times, — a deep, muffled roat, which rose aod 
fell, not loud, but vast,— a whistling boy would hav« 
drowned it for his next neighbor, but it must have 
been heard over the space of a hundred square miles. 
I used to wonder what this might be. Could it be 
the roar of the thousand wheels and the tea thousuid 
'ootsteps jarring and trampling along tbe stones of 
the neighboring city ? That would be oontioaous ; 
out this, aa 1 have said, rose and fell in regular 
rhythm. I remember being told, and I suppose th n 
to have been the true solutio i, that it was tbe aoaikd 
r f the waves. ait'V a high wind, breaking c«i tbe kkog 
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beaches many miles distant. I should leally like ta 
know whether any observing people living ten milea, 
more or less, inland from long beaches, — in such a 
town, for instance, as Cantabridge, in the eastern 
part of the Territory of the Massachusetts, — ^hava 
ever observed any such Bound, and whether it was 
rightly accounted for as above. 

Mingling with these inarticulate sounds in the 
low murmur of memory, are the echoes of certain 
voices I have heard at rare intervals, I grieve to 
say it, but our people, 1 think, have not generally 
agreeable voices. The marrowy organisms, with 
skins that sbed water like the backs of dncks, with 
smooth soifaces neatly padded beneath, and velvet 
lininga to their singing-pipes, are not so common 
among as as that other pattern of humanity with 
angular oatlioes and plane Horfaces, arid integn* 
roenta, hair like the fibrous covering of a cocoa-nut 
in gloss and suppleness as well as color, and voices 
at once thin and strenaons,— acidoloos enough to 
produce effervescence vitb alkalis, and stridulous 
enough to sing duets with the katydids. I think 
onr conversational soprano, as sometimes overheard 
in the cars, arising from a group of young persons, 
who may have taken the train at one of oar great 
indostrial centres, for instance, — ^young persons of 
the female sex, we will say, who have bustled in 
faU'dressed, engaged in loud strident speech, and 
wbo^ after free discusuon, have ^ed on two or mora 
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doable seats, which having secured, they proceed to 
eat apples and hand round daguerreotypes^ — I say, 
I think the conversational soprano, heard under these 
circumstances, would not be among the alluremeots 
the old Enemy would put in requisition, were be 
getting up a new temptation of St Anthony. 

There are sweet voices among us, we all kno^i 
and voices not musical, it may be, to those who hfi^^ 
them for the first time, yet sweeter to us than 8^^^ 
we shall hear until we listen to some warbling an^^ 
in the overture to that eternity of blissful bannon>^' 
we hope to enjoy, — But why should I tell lies ? ^ 
my friends love me, it is because I try to tell t^^ 
truth. I never heard but two voices in my life th^-^ 
frightened me by their sweetness. 

Frightened you? — said the schoolmistiess^^^ 

Yes, frightened me. They made me feel as if ther^ 

might be constituted a creature with such a chord i^- 

her voice to some string in another's soul, that, if sb^ 

but spoke, he would leave all and follow her, thought 

it were into the jaws of Erebus. Our only chanced 

to keep our wits is, that there are so few natoralS 

chords between others' voices and this string in oar*^ 

souls, and that those which at first may have jarred • 

a little by and by come into harmony with it — But 

I tell you this is no fiction. You may call the stoiy 

of Ulysses and the Sirens a fable, but what will you 

say to Mario and the poor lady who followed him f 

Whose were those two voices that bewitched 

11 ♦ 
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ma BO ? — They both belonged to* German women 
One w^s a cbambcrmaid, not otherwise fascinating 
The key of my room at a certain great hotel waa 
missing, and this Teutonic maiden was summoned 
to give information respecting it. The simple soul 
was evidently not long from her mother-land, and 
Bpoke with eweet uncertainty of dialect But to 
hear ber wonder and lament and suggest, with soft, 
liquid inflexions, and low, sad murmurs, in tones aa 
foil of serioas tenderness for the fate of the lost key 
as if it had been a child that had strayed from ita 
mother, waa so winning, that, bad her features and 
figore been aa delicious aa her accents, — if she had 
*ookcd like the marble Clytie, for instance,— why, all 

I can say is 

[The schoolmistress opened her eyes so wide, that 
X stopped short.] 

I was only going to say that I should have drowned 
<nysel£ For Lake Erie was close by, and it is so 
anuch better to accept asphyxia, which takes only 
three minutes by the watch, than a mesalliance, that 
Aasts fifiy years to begin with, and then passes along 
<]owo the line of descent, (breaking out in all man- 
ner of boorish manifestations of feature and man- 
ner, which, if mrn were only as short-lived as horses, 
ooald be readily traced back through the square- 
voots aud the cube-roots of the family stem on which 
yoa have hung the armorial bearings of the De 
CbunpignoQS or the De la Monies, until one cams 
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to beings that ate with kniven and said " Haow ? **) 
that no person of right feeling could have Jiesitated 
for a single moment. 

The second of the ravishing voices I have heard 
was, as I have said, that of another German woman. 
— I suppose I shall ruin myself by saying that 
such a voice could not have come from any Ameri- 
canized human being. « 

What was there in it? — said the school- 
mistress, — and, upon my word, her tones were so 
very musical, that I almost wished I had said three 
voices instead of two, and not made the unpatriotic 
remark above reported. — Oh, I said, it had so much 
woman in it, — muliebrity^ as well as femineiiy; — no 
self-assertion, such as free suffrage introduces into 
every word and movement ; large, vigorous nature, • 
running back to those huge-limbed Germans of Taci- 
tus, but subdued by the reverential training and 
tuned by* the kindly culture of fifty generations. 
Sharp business habits, a lean soil, independence, en- 
terprise, and cast winds, are not the best things for 
the larynx. Still, you hear noble voices among us, 
— I have known families famous for them, — but ask 
the first person you meet a question, and ten to one 
there is a hard, sharp, metallic, matter-of-busmes8 
clink in the accents of the answer, that produces the 
effect of one of those bells which small trades-people 
connect with their shop-doors, and which spring upon 
your ear with such vivacity, as you enter, I bat yonr 
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first impalse is to retire at once from the pre> 
cincta. 

Ah, bat I must not forget that dear little child 

I saw and beard in a French hospital. Between two 
and three years old. Fell out of her chair and snap 
ped bolh lhigh>boncs. Lying in bed, patient, gentle. 
Bough students round her, eomc in white oprons, 
looking fearfully bu0incs9-like; hut the child placid, 
perfectly still. I spoke to her, and the bleased UtUo 
creature answered me in a voice of such heavenly 
aweetness, with that reedy thrill in it which you have 
heard in the thrush's even-song, that 1 hear it at this 
moment, while I am writing, so many, many years 
al^rwnrds. — Cesl tout comme «n terin, said the 
French student at my side. 
> These are the voices which struck the key-note of 
my conceptions as to what the sounds we are to hear 
in heaven will be, if we shall enter through one of 
the twelve gates of pearL There must be other 
things besides aiirolitcs that wander from their own 
spheres to ours; and when we speak of celestial 
sweetness or beauty, we may be nearer the literal 
truth than we dream. If mankind generally are tha 
shipwrecked survivors of some prc-Adamitic cata> 
clysm, set adrift in these little open boats of humani- 
ty to make one more trial to reach the shore, — aa some 
grave theologians have maintained, — if, in plain Eng- 
liabi men ore the ghosts of dead devils Who hav« 
■died into Ufo,*^ (to borrow an expression froB 
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Keats,) and walk the earth in a suit of living rags 
which lasts thiee or four score summerSi — ^why, there 
must have been a few good spirits sent to keep them 
company, and these sweet voices I speak of must 
belong to them. 
1 wish you could once hear my sister's voicCi 



—said the schoolmistress. 

If it is like yours, it must be a pleasant ooe^— 
said L 

I never thought mine was anything^ — said the 
schoolmistress. 

How should you know? — said I. — People never 
hear their own voices, — any more than they see their 
own faces. There is not even a looking-glass for the 
voice. Of course, there is something audible to us 
when we jpeak ; but that something is not oar own 
voice as it is known to all our acquaintances. I 
think, if an image spoke to us in our own tones, we 
ehould not know them in the least— How pleasant it 
should be, if in another state of being we could have 
shapes like our former selves for playthings,— we 
standing outside or inside of them, as we liked, and 
they being to us just what we used to be to others! 

1 wonder if there will be nothing like what 

we call " play," after our earthly toys are broken, — 
said the schoolmistress. 

Hush, — said I, — what will the divinity-stodcnt 
say? 

[I thought she was hit, that time ; — but the sbist 
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mtut bare gone over her, or on one eide of her ; she 
did not flincb.] 

Ob) — aaid the schoolmistress, — he mast look out 
for mj riiitei's heresies ; I am afraid he will ba too 
busy with them to take care of mine. 

Do yoa mean to say, — said I, — that it is j^our tit- 
Ur whom that student 

[The yooog fellow commonly known aa John, who 
bad been utting on the banel, smoking, jnmped ofiF 
jnat then, kicked over the barrel, gave it a pnsb with 
bis foot that set it rolling, and stuck his sancy-Iooking 
&oe in at the window bo as to cat my qnertion off 
in the middle; and the Bcboolmistress leaving the 
room a few minutes ailerwerde, I did not have a 
chance to finish it. 

The young fellow came in and sat down in a chair, 
patting his heels on the top of another. 

Pooty girl, — said be. 

A fine yoang lady, — I replied. 

Keeps a fast-rate school, according to acconnts, — 
said be, — teaches all sorts of things, — Latin and 
Italian and music. Folks rich once, — smashed ap. 
She went right ahead as smart as if she'd been bom 
to work. That's the kind o' girl I go for. Vd 
many her, only two or three other girls woold drown 
themselves, if I did. 

I think the above is the longest speech of this young 
fellow's which I have put on record. I do not like 
to change bis pecaliar exiNvsuons, for this is one of 
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those cases in which the style is the man, as M. de 
Buffon says. The fact is, the young fellow is a 
good-hearted creature enough, only too fond of bis 
jokes, — and if it were not for those heat-lightning 
winks on one side of his face, I should not mind his 
fun much.] 

[Some days after this, when the company were 
together again, I talked a little.] 

1 don't think I have a genuine hatred for any- 

Dody. I am well aware that I differ herein from the 
sturdy English moralist and the stout American tra- 
gedian. I don't deny that I hate the siglU of certain 
people; but the qualities which make me tend to 
hate the man himself arc such as I am so mnch dis- 
posed to pity, that, except under immediate aggrava- 
tion, I feel kindly enough to the worst of them* It 
is such a sad thing to be born a sneaking fellow, so 
much' worse than to inherifa hump-back or a couple 
of club-feet, that I sometimes feel as if we onght to 
love the crippled souls, if I may use this expression, 
with a certain tenderness which we need not waste 
on noble natures. One who is born with such con- 
genital incapacity that nothing can make a gentle- 
man of him is entitled, not to our wrath, but to oar 
profoundest sympathy. But as we cannot help hat- 
ing the sight of these people, just as we do that of 
ohysical deformities, we gradually eliminate them 
from our society, — ^we love them, but open the win- 
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dow and let them go. Sy the time decent peopls 
reach middle age they have weeded their circle pretty 
well of theae unfortonates, unless they have a taste 
for eucb animals ; in which case, no matter what 
their position may be, there is Bomelhing, you may 
be sure, in their natures akin to that of their wretched 
parasites. 

The divinity-student wished to know what I 

thought of alGnitics, as well as of antipathies ; did I 
believe in love at first sight? 

Sir, — said I, — all men love all women. That ia 
the prima-facie aspect of the case. The Court of 
Nature assumes the law to be, that all men du so ; 
and the individual man is bound to show cause why 
be docs not love any particular woman. A man, 
says one of my old black-Ietter law-books, may show 
divers good reasons, as thus: He hath not seea the 
person named in the indictment ; she is of tender 
age, or the reverse of that ; she hath certain personal 
disqualifications, — as, for instance, she Is a black- 
amoor, or hath aa ill-favored countenance ; or, his 
capacity of loving being limited, his affections are 
engrossed by a previous comer ; and so of other 
conditions. Not the less is it true that he is bound 
by duty and inclined by nature to love each and 
every woman. Therefore it is tiiat each \voman 
virtually summons every man to show cause why he 
doth not love her. This is not by written document, 
or direct speech, for the most part, but by certain 
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signs of silk, gold, and other materials, which say to 
all men, — Look on me and love, as in duty bound. 
Then the man pleadeth his special incapacity, what- 
soever that may be, — as, for instance, impecuniosity, 
or that he hath one or many wives in his bonseboldi 
or that he is of mean figure, or small capacity; of 
which reasons it may be noted, that the first is, 
according to late decisions, of chiefest authority^ — So 
far the old law-book. But there is a note from an 
older authority, saying that every woman doth ako 
love each and every man, except there be some good 
reason to the coptrary ; and a very observing friend 
of mine, a young unmarried clcrgyroani tells roe, 
that, so far as his experience goes, he has reason to 
think the ancient author had fact to justify his state* 
ment 

ril tell you how it is with the pictures of women 
we fall in love with at first sight 

We a'n't talking about pictures, — said the 

landlady's daughter, — we're talking about women. 

I understood that we were speaking of love at 
sight, — I remarked, mildly. — Now, as all a man 
knows about a woman whom he looks at is just 
what a picture as big as a copper, or a *^ nickel,'' 
rather, at the bottom of his eye can teach him, I 
think I am right in saying we are talking about the 
pictures of women. — Well, now, the reason why a 
man is not desperately in love with ten thousand 
women at once is just that which prevents all onr 



mmm 



J58 THE ACTOOIAT OP THE B BE AKF AST-TABLE. 

portraits being dibtinctly seen upon that wall. The) 
all art pninteil there by retlection from our faces, bat 
becaase tUl of Ihem are painted on each spot, and 
each on the eatnc surface, and many other objects at 
the same time, no one is seen as a picture. But 
darken a chamber and let a single pencil of rays in 
through a kcy-holc, tlicn you have a picture on the 
waU. We never fall in love with a woman in dis- 
tinction firoin women, until we can get an image of 
her through a pin-hole ; and then we can see nothing 
else, and nobody but ourselves can see the image in* 
our mental camcra-obscura. 

——My friend, the Poet, tells me he has to leave 
town whenever the anniversaries come round. 

What's the difHcuIly?— Why, tbey all want him 
to get op and make speeches, or songs, or toasts ; 
which is just the very thing he doesD't want to do. 
Ik is an old story, be says, aod hates to show on 
these occasions. But they tease him, and coax him, 
and can't do withoat him, and feel all over his pool 
weak head until they get their fingers on the fo»ta^ 
melUt (the Professor will tell yoa what this nieaoa«— 
he says the one at the top of the bead always re- 
mains open in poets,) until, by gentle preseoie 00 
that soft pulsating spot, they stupefy him to the 
point of acquiescence. 

There are times, though, he says, when it is a 
pleasure, before going to some agreeable meetiog, to 
rush out into one's' garden and dotoh up a handful 
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of what grows there, — ^weeds and violets togethcrv— 
not cutting them off, but pulling them up by the 
roots with the bro^oi earth they grow in sticking to 
them. That's his idea of a post-prandial perform* 
ance. Look here, now. These verses I am going 
to read you, he tells me, were pulled up by the roots 
just in that way, the other day. — Beautiful enter- 
tainment, — names there on the plates that flow from 
all English-speaking tongues as familiarly as and or 
the ; entertainers known wherever good poetry and 
fair title-pages are held in esteem; guest a kind- 
Iioarted, modest, genial, hopeful poet, who sings to 
tiie hearts of his countrymen, the British people, the 
Fongs of good cheer which the better days to come, 
as all honest souls trust and believe, will turn into 
the prose of common life. My friend, the Poet, says 
you must not read such a string of verses too liter- 
ally, li he trimmed it nicely below, you wonldn't 
see the roots, he says, and he likes to keep them, and 
a little of the soil clinging to them. 

This is the farewell my friend, the Poet, read to 
ois and our friend, the Poet :— 

A GOOD TIME GOING 1 

Brave singer of the coming time, 

Sweet minstrel of the joyous present, 
Crowned with the noblest wreath of rhyme. 

The holly-loaf of Ayrshire's peasant, 
Good-bye I Good-bye 1 — Our hearts and haadi, 

Our L'ps in honest Saxon phrases. 
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Cry, God be with bim, till he slanda 
Ui> feet among tho English dauira 1 

Tis here wo part ; — for other eyo» 

The bu9j deck, tlia fluttering streamer, 
Tfao ilripjiing Arms that plunp: and rise, 

Tlie waves in ToaiD, the ship in tremor, 
Tho kerchicra waving rram the pier. 

The cloudv pillar gilding o'er him, 
Tho deep blue desert, lone and drear. 

With heaven abovo aod home before himi 

Hi* borne I — the Westerc pant unilM, 

And twirls the ipolty globe to Gnd it;— 
This litllo spci'k tho Briiinh Isles? 

'ris but a frenkle, — oever nund it I — 
He laugbi, and all hia prajriei roll, 

Each gurgling cataract roan and chncklaii 
And ridgei Krelcbed froai polo to pol« 

Vevn till tbej crack tlieir iroo knockleil * 

But memorj blnithei at tho neer, 

And Honor tunu with frown defiant. 
And Freedom, leaning oa her ipear, 

Laugh« louder than the laughing giaat>— 
*■ An islet it a world,' the (aid, 

" When glor/ with iti doit has blended, 
And Britain keep* her noble dead 

Tdl earth and leaa and ikiea are rended I " 

Beneath each iwinging Ibrcatteagh 
SooM ann aa ttout in death repoMt, — 

From ware-wMhed fool to beaven-kiteed bnnr 
Her Talor*! life-blood nmi in maaa j 
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Nay, let our brothers of the West 

Write smiling in their florid pages, 
One-half her soil has walked the rest* 

In poets, heroes, martyrs, sages I 

Hugged in the clinging billow's clasp, 

From searweed fringe to mountain heather. 
The British oak witli rooted grasp 

Her slender handful holds together ;— 
With clifTd of white and bowers of greeD, 

And Ocean narrowing to caress her. 
And hilU and threaded streams betwcefi«^ 

Our little mother isle, God bless her 1 

In earth's broad temple where we stand. 

Fanned by the eastern gales that brought a% 
We hold the missal in our hand, 

Bright with the lines our Mother taught m ; 
Where'er its blazoned page betrays 

The glistening links of gilded fetters, 
Behold, the half-turned leaf displays * 

Iler rubnc stained in crimson letters 1 

Enough I To speed a parting friend 

Tis vain alike to speak and listen ;-» 
Yet stay, — these feeble accents blend 

With rays of light from eyes that glisten. 
Good-bye I once more, — and kindly tell 

In words of peace the young world's storyy— 
And say, beside^ — we love too well 

Our mother's soil, our father's glory I 

When my friend, the Professor, found that my 
friendi the Poet, had been coming out in this full 



tts 



E AtrrOGRAT OP THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 



blown ttyle, be got a littlo excited, as yoa may havct 
wen a canaiy, eometimcs, when another litrilcee up 
Tbe ProfesBor says he knows he can lecture, and 
thinks be can write verses. At any rate, he has 
often tried, and now he was determined to try again. 
So when some professional Tricnds of his called him 
np, one day, after a feast of reason and a regular 
** freshet" of soul which had lasted two or three 
hoorsi be read them these verses. He introduced 
them with a few remarlci, he told me, of wliich the 
oulf one be icmcmbcrcd was this: that he had 
ntber write a single line which one among them 
should think worth remembering than set them all 
taughtog with a string of epigrams. It was all 
right, I don't doubt; at any rate, that was bis fancy 
then, and perhaps another time he may be obeti> 
nately bllariousi however, it may be that he is 
growing graver, for time is a fact so long aa clocks 
' and watches continue to go, and a cat can't be a 
kitten always, as the old gentleman opposite said 
the other day. 

Yoa must listen to this seriously, for I think tho 
Professor was very much in earnest when he wrote 



THE TWO ABUlEa 
Aa Life'i uaending mIhidd potm^ 

Two m m liaUad hoats ut Men^ 
Two anm«i on (1m tnmplol sborw 

TLat DesUi flow* bbek bMWM^ 
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One marches to the drum-beat's roll. 

The wide-mouthed clarion's bnjf 
And bears upon a crimson scn>Il« 

* Our glory is to slay." 

One moves in silence by the streanit 

With sad, yet watchful eyes, 
Calm as the patient planet's gleam 

That walks the clouded 



Along its front no sabres shme, 
No bIoo(]-rcd pennons wave; 

Its banner bears the single line, 
** Our duty is to save." 



For those no death-bed's lingering shade ; 

At Honor's tnimpet-call, 
VTiih knitted brow and lifled Made 

In Glory's arms they falL 

For these no clashing falchions bright 

No stirring battle-cry ; 
'Ilie bloodless stabber calls by nighty-— 

Each answers, ** Here am 1 1 * 

For those the sculptor's laurelled bustp 

The builder's marble piles, 
The anthems pealing o'er their dust 

Til rough long cathedral aisles. 

For these the blossom-sprinkled turf 
That floods the lonely graves, 

When Spring rolls in. her seargreen mat 
In flowery-foaming waves. 
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Two paths lead upward from below, 

And anf^ls wait above, 
Wbo count each burning Ure-drop'a flaw, 

Each falling Icar of Love. 

Though from clio Hcra'i bleeding breut 

Iler pulse* Freedom drew. 
Though the white lilies in her creat 

Sprang from thai icarlot dew, — 

Willie Valor'i haughty chAmpioni wail 

Till alt their icars are shown, 
Love walkn unchallLn;red through the gate. 

To at beside the Throne I 



[The echoolmiatresa came down with a roae iu 
hex hair, — a fresh June roac. She has been walking 
early; she has brought back two others,— one on 
f-ach cheek. 

I told her so, in sott^ sach pretty phrase as I 
■ould master for the occasion. Those two blush- 
OSC3 I just spoke of turned into a couple of dara- 
Asks. 1 suppose all this went through my mind, for 
this was what I went on to say : — ] 

I love the damask rose best of all. The flowers 
our mothers and sisters used to love and cherish, 
those which ^row beneath our eaves and by our 
doorstep, are the ones we always love best If the 
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Houyhnhnms should ever catch roe, and, finding 
me particularly vicious, and onmanageablei send a 
man-tamer to Rareyfy me, Fll tell you what drags 
he would have to take and how he would have to 
use them. Imagine yourself reading a number of 
the Houyhnhnm GazettCi giving an account of 
such an experiment. 

<' MAN-TAMINO EXTRAORDINARY. 

*' The soft-hoofed semi-quadruped recently cap- 
tured was subjected to* the art of our distinguished 
man-tamer in presence of a numerous assembly 
The animal was led in by two stout ponies, closely 
confined by straps to prevent his sudden and dan- 
gerous tricks of shoulder-hitting and foot-etriking. 
His countenance expressed the utmost degree of 
ferocity and cunning. 

^ The operator took a handful of budding' lilac* 
leaves^ and crushing them slightly between his hoofs, 
so as to bring out their peculiar fragrance, fastened 
them to the end of a long pole and held them tow- 
ards the creature. Its expression changed in an 
instant, — it drew in their fragrance eagerly, and 
attempted to seize them with its soft split hoofs. 
Having thus quieted his suspicious subject, the 
operator proceeded to tie a blue hyacinth to the end 
of the pole and held it out towards the wild animaL 
The effect was magical Its eyes filled as if with 
raindrops, and its lips trembled as it pressed them 
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to the flower. Ai^er this it was perfectly quiet, and 
brought a measure of corn to the man-tamer, witbr 
out showing the least disposition to strike with tha 
feet or bit Crom the shouldur." 

That will do for the Ilouyhnhnm Gazette. — Do 
you ever wonder why poets talk so much about 
flowers? Did you ever hear of a poet who did noi 
talk about them ? Don't you think a poem, which, 
for the sake of being original, should leave them out, 
would be like those verses wi>ere the letter a or 
some other is omitted? No, — they will bloom ovei 
and over again in poems aa in the summer fields, to 
tfae end of time, always old and always new. Why 
should we be more ehy of repeating ourselves than 
the spring be tired of blossoms or the night of atarsi 
Look at Nature. She never wearies of saying ovei 
her floral pater-noster. In the crevices of Cyclopean 
' walls« — in the dust where men lie, dost also, — on 
the mounds that bury huge cities, the wreck of Nin- 
eveh and the Babel-heap^ — still that same sweet 
prayer and benediction. The Amen ! of Nature la 
always a flower. 

Are you tired of my trivial personalities, — those 
splashes and streaks of sentiment, sometimes per- 
haps of sentimentality, which you may see when I 
show you my heart's corolla as if it were a tulip 7 
, Pray, do not give yourself the trouble to &ncy me 
an idiot whose conceit it is to treat himself at an 
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exceptional being. It is because you are jost like 
mc that I talk and know that you will listen. W3 
are all splashed and streaked with sentimentSi — ^not 
with precisely the same tints, or in exactly the same 
patterns, but by the same hand and from the same 
palette, 

I don't believe any of you happen to h^ve just 
the same passion for the blue hyacinth which I have, 
—very certainly not for the crushed lilac-lcaf-buds ; 
many of you do not know how sweet they are. 
You love the smell of the sweet-fern and the bay- 
berry-leaves, I don't doubt ; but I hardly think that 
the last bewitches you with young memories as it 
does me. For the same reason I come back to 
damask roses, after having raised a good many of 
the rarer varieties. I like to go to operas and con- 
certs, but there are queer little old homely sounds that 
are better than music to me. Howeveri I suppose 
it's foolish to tell such things. 

It is pleasant to be foolish at the right time, 

— said the divinity-student; — saying it, howeveri ia 
one of the dead lanp^ages, which I think are unpop- 
ular for summer-reading, and therefore do not bear 
quotation as such. 

Well, now, — said I, — suppose a good, clean, whole- 
some-looking countryman's cart stops opposite my 
door. — Do I want any huckleberries?- — If I do not, 
there are those that do. Thereupon my soft-voiced 
handmaid bears out a large tin pan, and then the 
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wboleaome countryman, heaping the peck-measare, 
Bpreada his broad hands around its lower arc to 
confine the wild and frisky beiriee, and so they run 
Dirobly along the narrowing channel until they turn-, 
ble rastiing down in a black cascade and tinkle on 
the resounding metal beneath. — I won't oay that this 
rushing huckleberry hail-storm haa not more music 
for me than the "Anvil Chorus." 

I wonder how my great trees are coming on 
this summer. 

Where are your great frees, Sir ?— said the 

divinity-student. 

Oh, all round about New England. I call all 
trees mine that I have put my wedding-ring on, 
and I have as many tree-wives as Bngham Young 
bas human ones. 

One set's as green ae the other, — exclaimed 

B boarder, who has never been identified. 

They're all Bloomers,— ^ald the young fellow 
called John. 

[I should have rebuked this trifling with language, 
if our landlady's daughter had not asked me just 
then what I meant by putting my wedding>ring on 
a tree.] 

"Why, measuring it with my thirty-foot tape, ray 
dear, — said I, — I have worn a tape almost out ou 
the rough barks of our old New England elms and 
o'her big trees. — Don't you want to hear me talk 
trees a little now? That is one of my specialties. 
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[So they all agreed that they should like 'to heax 
me talk about trees.] 

I want you to understand, in the first place, that I 
have a most intense, passionate fondness for trees in 
general, and have had several romantic attachments 
to certain trees in particular. Now, if you expect 
me to hold forth in a " scientific'* way about my 
tree-loves, — to talk, for instance, of the Ulmas 
Americana, and describe the ciliated edges of its 
samara, and all that, — ^you are an anserine individ- 
ual, and I must refer you to a dull friend who vrili 
discourse to you of such matters. What should you 
think of a lover who should describe the idol of his 
heart in the language of science, thus : Class, Mamma- 
lia ; Order, Primates ; Genus, Homo; Species, Euro- 
peus ; Variety, Brown ; Individual, Ann Eliza ; Dental 

.2—2 1 — 1 2—2 3—3 , , 

Formula, t ^—^ c j— ^ p ^-—^ ^gTZTs* ^"^ ^ ^'*.' 

No, my friends, I shall speak of trees as we see 
them, love them, adore them in the fields, where they 
are alive, holding their green sun-shades over our 
heads, talking to us with their hundred thousand 
whispering tongues, looking down on us with that 
sweet meekness which belongs to huge, but limited 
organisms, — which one sees in the brown eyes of 
oxen, but most in the patient posture, the out- 
stretched arms, and the heavy-drooping robes of 
these vast beings endowed with life, but not with 
loal,— which outgrow us and outlive us, but stand 
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helpless, — poor things! — while Nature dresses and 
undresses them, like eo many full-sized, but under- 
witted children. 

Did you ever read old Daddy Gilpin ? Slowest 
of men, even of English men ; yet delicious in bis 
slowness, as is the light of a sleepy eye in woman. 
1 always supposed " Dr. Syntax " was written to 
make fun of him. I have a whole set of his works, 
end am very proud of it, with its gray paper, and 
opeo type, and long IT, and orange-juice landscapes. 
The Pire Gilpin had the kind of science I like in 
the study of Nature, — a little less observation than 
White of Selborne, but a little more poetry.^ — Just 
think of applying the Linnnan system to an elm! 
Who cares how many stamens or pistils that little 
biown 6ower, which comes out before the leaf, may 
have to classify it by ? What we want is the mean- 
iag, the character, the expression of a tree, as a kind 
' and as an individual. 

There is a mother-idea in each particular kind of 
tree, which, if well marked, is probably embodied ia 
the poetry of every language. Tak^ the oak, for 
instance, and we find it always standing as a type 
of strength and endurance. 1 wonder if yon ever 
thought of the single mark of supremacy which 
distinguishes this tree from all oar other forest-trees t 
All the rest of them shirk the work of resisting grav* 
ity; the oaic alone defies it. It chooses the borixon- 
tal direotjon for its limbs, so that their whole weight 
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may tell, — and then stretches them out fifty or sixty 
feet, so that the strain may be mighty enough to be 
worth resisting. You will find^ that, in passing from 
the extreme downward droop of the branches of the 
wccping-willow to the extreme upward inclinatioD 
of those of the poplar^ they sweep nearly half a cir- 
cle. At 90° the oak stops short; to slant upward 
another degree would mark infirmity of purpose ; to 
bend downwards, weakness of organization. The 
American elm betrays something of both ; yet some- 
times, as we shall see, puts on a certain resemblance 
to its sturdier neighbor. 

It won't do to be exclusive in our taste about 
trees. There is hardly one of them which has not 
peculiar beauties in some fitting place for it. I 
remember a tail poplar of monumental proportions 
and aspect, a vast pillar of glossy green, placed on 
the summit of a lofty hill, and a beacon to all the 
country round. A native of that region saw fit to 
build his house very near it, and, having a fancy that 
it might blow down some time or other, and exter- 
minate him::>clf and any incidental relatives who 
might be "stopping" or "tarrying" with him^— 
also laboring under the delusion that human life is 
under all circumstances to be preferred to vegetable 
existence, — had the great poplar cut down. It is so 
easy to say, " It is only a poplar ! " and so much 
harder to replace its living cone than to build a 
granite obelisk ! 
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I must tell yon about some of my tree-mvcs. t 
was at one period of my life much devoted to the 
young lady-population of Rhode Island, a small, bat 
delightful State in the neighborhood of Pawtucket. 
The number of inhabitants being not very large, I 
had leisure, during my visits to the Providence Plan- 
tations, to inspect Ihe face of the country in the 
intervaU of more fascinating etudies of physiog- 
nomy. I heard some talk of a great elm a short 
distance from the locality just mentioned. " Let 
us Bee the great elm," — I said, and proceeded to 
find it, — knowing that it was on a certain farm in 
a place called Johnston, if I remember rightly. I 
shall nerer forget my ride and my introduction to 
the great Johnston elm. 

I always tremble for a celebrated tree when I ap* 
proach it for the first time. Provincialism has no 
seaU of excellence in man or vegetable ; it never 
knows a first-rate article of either Idnd when it has 
it, and is constantly taking second and third rate 
ones for Nature's best I have often fancied the tree 
was afraid of me, and that a sort of shiver came 
over it as over a betrothed maiden when she first 
stands before the unknown to whom she has beea 
plighted. Before the meosuring-tapo the proudest 
tree of them all quails aad shrinks into itselfl All 
those stories of fom' or five men stretching their ai hi 
around, it and not touching eadi other's fingers, if 
on^B pacing the shadow at noon and making ii i 
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many hundfed feet, die upon its leafy lips in the 
presence of the awful ribbon which has strangled so 
many false pretensions. 

As I rode along the pleasant way, watching eagerly 
for the object of my journey, the rounded tops of 
the elms rose from time to time at the road-side; 
Wherever one looked taller and fuller than the rest, 
I asked myself, — ^ Is this it ? '^ But as I drew 
nearer, they grew smaller,— or it proved, perhaps, 
that two standing in a line had looked like one, 
and so deceived mc. At last^ all at once, when I 
was not thinking of it, — I declare to you it makes 
my flesh creep when I think of it now^ — all at once 
I saw a great, green cloud swelling in the horizon, so 
vast, so symmetrical, of such Olympian majesty and 
imperial supremacy among the lesser forest-growths, 
that my heart stopped short, then jumped at my ribs 
as a hunter springs at a five-barred gate, and I felt 
all through me, without need of uttering the words, 
— **Thisisit!" 

You will find this tree described, with many 
others, in the excellent Report upon the Trees and 
Shrubs of Massachusetts. The author hcLS given my 
fnend the Professor credit for some of his measure- 
ments, but measured this tree himself, carefully. It 
is a grand elm for size of trunk, spread of limbS| and 
muscular development, — one of the first, perhaps the 
first, of the first class of New England elms. 
* The largest actual girth I have ever found at fiv« 
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feet from the ground is in the great ^]m lying a 
Etone's throw or two north of the main road {if my 
points of compass are right) in Springfield. But 
this bas much the appearance of having been formed 
by the union of *wo trunks growing side by side. 

The We»t-Spriiig6cl(I elm and one upon North- 
ampton meadows, belong also to the first class of 
bees. 

There is a noble old wreck of an elm at Hatfield, 
which used to spread its claws out. over a circumfer- 
ence of thirly-five feet ot more before they covered 
the foot of its bole up with earth. This is the 
American elm most like an oak of any I have ever 



The Sheffield elm is equally remarkable for size 
and perfection of form. I have seen nothing that 
comes near it ia Berkshire County, and few to com- 
pare with it anywhere. I am not sure that I remem- 
ber any other firat-cJass elms iu New England, but 
there may be many. 

What makes a first-clasa elm?— Why, size, 

in the first place, and chiefly. Anything over twenty 
feet of clear girth, five feet above the ground, and 
with a spread of branches a hundred feet across, 
may claim that tide, according to my scale. AH of 
them, with the qnestionabte exception of the Spring* 
field tree above referred to, stop, so far as my expe- 
rience goes, at about twenty-two or twenty-threa 
feet of girth and a hundred and twenty of spread. 
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EUms of the second class, generally ran^ng from 
fourteen to eighteen feet, are comparatively common. 
The queen of them all is that glorious tree near one 
of the churches in Springfield. Beautiful and stately 
8he is beyond all praise. The ^ great tree " on Bos* 
ton Common comes in the second rank, as does the 
one at Cohasset, which used to have, and probably 
has still, a head as round as an apple-tree, and that 
at Ncwburyport, with scores of others which might 
be mentioned. These last two have perhaps been « 
over-celebrated. Both, however, are pleasing vege- 
tables. The poor old Pittsfield elm lives ou its past 
reputation. A wig of false leaves is indispensable 
to make it presentable. 

[I don't duubt there may be soYne monster-elm or 
other, vegetating green, but inglorious, in some re» 
mote New England village, which only wants a 
sacred singer to make ii celebrated. Send us your 
measurements, — (certified by the postmasteri to 
avoid possible imposition,)— urcumference five feet 
from soil, length of line from bough-end to boagh« 
end, and we will see what can be done for you.] 

1 wish somebody would get us up the follow- 
ing work : — 

SYLVA NOVANOLICA. 

Photographs of New England Elms and other 
Trees, taken upon the Same Scale of Magnitude. 
With Letter-Press Descriptions, by a Distinguished 

Literary Gentleman. Boston: • — & Co 

185.. 
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The same camera should be used, — bo far u poo' 
Bible, — at a fixed distance Our friend, who hai 
given us so many interesting figures in his " Treei 
of America," must not think this Prospectus invader 
his province; a dozen portraits, with lively descrip- 
tions, would be a pretty complement to his large, 
work, which, so far as published, I find excellent 
If my plan were carried out, and another series of r 
dozen English trees photographed on the same ssaJe, 

. the comparison would be charming. 

It has always been a favorite idea of mine to 
bring the life of the Old and the New World face 
to face, by an accurate comparison of their various 
types of organization. We should begin with mani 
of course; institnti a large and exact comparison 
between the development of la piarUa umana^ as 
Alfieri called it, in different sections of each ooQDtry, 
in the dificrcnt callings, at different ages, estinaating 
height, weight, force by the dynamometer and the 
spirometer, and finishing ofT with m series of typical 
photographs, giving the prindpal national pbysiog- 

- nomies. Mr. Hutchinson has given as some eiceU 
lent English data to begin with. 

Then I would follow this ap by contrasting tba 
various parallel forms of life in the two oontinrats. 
Our naturalists have often referred to this inciden- 
tally or expressly ; but the ammHt of Nature in'the 
two half globes of the planet is so momentoos • 
point of interest to oar laoe, that it shoold be nu<U 
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a subject of express and elaborate study. Go out 
with roe into that walk which we call the Mall, and 
look at the English and American elms. The Amer^ 
ican elm is tall, gracefuli slender^prayedi and droop- 
ing as if from languor. The English elm is com- 
pact, robust, holds its branches up, and carries its 
leaves for weeks longer than our own native tree. 

Is this typical of the creative force on the two 
sides of the ocean, or not ? Nothing but a careful 
comparison through the whole realm of life can 
answer this question. 

There is a parallelism without identity in the 
^animal and vegetable life of the two continents, 
which favors the task of comparison in an extraor- 
dinary manner. Just as we have two trees alike in 
many ways, yet not the same, both elms, yet easily 
distinguishable, just so we have a complete flora and 
a fauna, which, parting from the same ideal, embody 
it with various modifications. Inventive power is 
the only quality of which the Creative Intelligence 
seems to be economical ; just as with our largest 
human minds, that is the divinest of faculties, and 
the one that most exhausts the mind which exercises 
it As the same patterns have very commonly been 
followed, we can see which is worked out in the 
largest spirit, and determine the exact limitaUonn 
under which the Creator places the movement of 
life in all its manifestations in either locality. We 
should find ourselves in a very false position, if it 
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Bboald prov.e that Anglo-Saxons can't live here, but 
die oat, if not kept up by fresh supplies, as Dr. Knox 
and other more or less wise persons have maintained 
It may tum out the other way, as I have heard one 
3f our literary celebrities argue, — and though I took 
the other side, I liked his best, — that the American is 
tlie Englishman reinforced. 

Will you walk out and look at those elma 

with roe after breakfast? — I said to the school- 
roii'trcss. 

[I am not going to tell lies about it, and say that 
she blushed,— -as I suppose she ought to have done, 
at such a tremendous piece of gallantry as that was 
for our boarding-house. On the contrary, she turned 
a litlle pale, — but smiled brighdy and said, — Yea, 
with pleasure, but she must walk towards her schooL 
•^She went for her bonnet — The old gentletnan 
opposite followed her with his eyes, and said be 
wished he was a young fellow. Presently she came 
down, looking very pretty in her half-mourning boa* 
net, and carrying a school-book in her band.] 

HT FIRST WALK WITH THE 8CHOOI.MISTBES0. 

This is the shortest way, — she said, as we came to 
a comer.^Then we won't take it, — said Ir— The 
schoolmistress laughed a little, and said she was ten 
minutes early, so she could go round. 

We walked under Mr. Paddock's row of English 
elms. The gray squirrels were out looking for thell 
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Dreakfasts, and one of them came toward us in lighti 
soft, intermittent leaps, until he was close to the rail 
of the burial-ground. He was on a grave with a 
broad blue-slate-stone at its head, and a shrub growing 
on it The stone said this v/as the gmve of a young 
man who was the son of an Honorable gentleman, 
and who died a hundred years ago and more. — Oh, 
yes, diedj — with a small triangular mark in one 
breast, and another smaller opposite, in his back, 
where another young man's rapier had slid through 
his body ; and sp he lay down out there on the Com* 
mon, and was found cold the next morning, with the 
night-dews and the death-dews mingled on his fore- 
head. 

Lfct us have one look at poor Benjamin's gravel- 
said I. — His bones lie where his body was laid so 
long ago, and where the stone says they lie, — ^which 
is more than can be said of most of the tenants of 
this and several other burial-grounds. 

[The most accursed act of Vandalism ever com- 
mitted within my knowledge was the uprooting of 
the ancient gravestones in three at least of our city 
burialgrounds, and one at least just outside the city, 
and planting them in rows to suit the taste for sym- 
metry of the perpetrators. Many years ago, when 
this disgraceful process was going on under my eyes, 
I addressed an indignant remonstrance to a leading 
journal. I suppose it was deficient in literary ele- 
gance, or too warm in its language ; for no notice 
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was taken of it, and the hyena-horror was allowed 
to complete itself in the face of daylight. I have 
never got over it The bones of my own ancCBtors, 
' being entombed, lie beneath their own tablet; but 
the upright stones have been Rhuflled about like 
chessmen, and nothing short of the Day of Judgment 
will tell whose dust lies beneath any of those records, 
meant by aHeclion to mark one small spot ae sacred 
tosome cherished memory. Shame! shame 1 shame! 
— that is all I can say. It was on public thorough- 
fares, under the eye of authority, that this infamy 
was enacted. The red Indians would have known 
better; the selectmen of an African kraaNvillage 
would have bad more respect for their ancestors. I 
sboald like to see the graveatonea which hare been 
distorbed all removed, and the ground levelled, leav- 
ing the flat tombstones ; epitaphs were never famous 
for truth, but the old reproach of ** Here lies " never 
' had such a wholesale illustration as io these ou^ 
raged burial-places, where the stone doea lie above, 
and the bones do not lie beneath.] 

Stop before we turn away, and breathe a woman's 
ugh over poor Benjamin's dust Love killed him, I 
think. Twenty years old, and out there fighting 
another young ft-Uow on the Common, in the cool 
of that old July evening ; — ^yea, there must have been 
love at the bottom of it 

The schoolmistress dropped a rosebud she had in 
ber hand, tarough the rails, upon the grave of Benja' 
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min Woodbridgc. That was aU her comment upon 
what I told her. — How women love Love! said I ;^ 
but she did not speak. 

We came opposite the head of a place or court 
running eastward from the main street — Look down 
there, — I said, — My friend the Professor lived in that 
house at the left hand, next the farther comer, for 
years and years. He died out of it, the other day.— 
Died? — said the schoolmistress. — Certainly, — said L 
—We die out of houses, just as we die out of our 
bodies. A commercial smash kills a hundred men's 
bouses for them, as a railroad crash kills their mortal 
frames and drives out the immortal tenants. Men 
sicken of houses until at last they quit them, as the 
soul leaves its body when it is tired of its inBrmities. 
The body has been called "the hoose we live in**; 
the house is quite as much the body we live in. 
Shall I tell you some things the Professor said the 
othef day ? — Do ! — said the schoolmistress. 

A man's body, — said the Professor, — is whatever 
is occupied by his will and his sensibility. The 
small room down there, where I wrote those papers 
you remember reading, was much more a portion of 
my body than a paralytic's senseless and motionless 
arm or leg is of his. 

The soul of a man has a series of concentric en- 
velopes round it, like the core of an onion, or the in- 
nermost of a nest of boxes. First, be has his natural 
garment of flesh and blood. Then, his artificial in* 
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teguments wi'b their true skin of solid stuffs, their 
cuticle of li/htor tissues, and their variously-tinted 
pigmentfi. Thirdly, bis domicile, be it a single cham- 
ber or a stalely mansion. And then, the whole visi- 
ble world, in which Time buttons bim up as in a 
loose outside wrapper. 

You shall observe, — the Professor said, — for, like 
Mr. John Hunter and other great men, be brings in 
that shaii with great effect sometimes, — you shall 
observe thai a tnaii's clothing or series of envelopes 
does alto- a c^taio time mould itself upon his in> 
diridiss! nature. We know Uiis of otir hata, and aie 
always reiu'.ni'.cd of it when we happen to put them 
on wrong 'Jde foremost We soon find that the 
beaver u p. hollow cast of the skuU, with all its 
irreguld'. J'jmps and depressions. Just so all that 
clothe'i X fi&a, even to the blue sky which caps his 
heaAf- a little loosely, — shapes itself to fit each pai> 
ticuiar being beneath it. Farmers, sailors, astrono- 
mers, poets, lovers, condemned criminals, all find it 
diflerent, according to the eyes with which they 
severally look. ' 

Bat our houses shape themselves palpably on our 
inner and outer natores. See a householder breaking 
up and you will be sure of tt There is a shell-fish 
which builds all manner of smaller shells into the 
walls of its own. A house is never a home until we 
Aave crusted it with the spoils of a hundred lives be> 
sides those of our own past. Bee what these an 
utd yoo can tetl what the occupant is. 
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I bad no idea, — said the Professor, — ^antil I palled 
ap my domestic establishment the other day, what 
an enormous quantity of roots I had been making 
during the years I was planted there. Why, there 
wasn't a nook or a corner that some fibre bad not 
worked its way into; and when I gave the last 
wrench, each of them seemed to shriek like a man- 
drake, as it broke its hold and came away. 

There is nothing that happens, you know, which 
roust not inevitably, and which does not actually, 
photograph itself in every conceivable aspect and in 
all dimensions. The infinite galleries of the Past 
await but one brief process and all their pictures will 
be called out and fixed forever. Wc had a curious 
illustration of the great fact on a very bumble scale. 
When a certain bookcase, long standing in one place, 
for which it was built, was removed, there was 
the exact image on the wall of the whole, and of 
many of its portions. But in the midst of thb pic- 
ture was another, — the precise outline of a map 
which had hung on the wall before the bookcase was 
built Wc had all forgotten everything about the 
map until we saw its photograph on the walL 
Then we remembered it, as some day or other we 
may remember a sin which has been built over and 
covered up, when this lower universe is pulled away 
firom before the wall of Infinity, where the wrong- 
doing stands self-recorded. 

The Professor lived in that house a long timeyi^ 
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not twenty years, bat pretty near it When he 
entered that door, two shadows glided over the 
, threshold ; five lingered in the doorway when hs 
passed through it for the last time, — and one of the 
shadows was claimed by ifs owner to be longer thao 
his own. What changes he saw in that quiet place! 
Death rained through every roof but his; children 
came into life, grew to maturity, wedded, faded 
nway, threw themselvca away ; the whole drama of 
life was phiyed in that stock-company's theatre of a 
dozen houses, one of which was his, and no deep 
sorrow or severe calamity ever entered his dwelling. 
Peace be to those walls, forever, — the Professor said, 
— for the many pleasant years he has passed within 
them! 

The Professor has a friend, now living at a dis- 
tance, who has been with him in many of hi> 
changes of place, and who follows him in imagina- 
tion with tender interest wherever he goe& — In that 
little court, where he lived in gay loaelineu so 
long,— 

— in his autumnal Bojonm hj the Connecticat, 
where it comes loitering down from its mountain 
fastnesses like, a great lord, swallowing up the small 
proprietary rivulets very quietly as it goes, until it 
gets proud and swollen and wantons in huge luxuri- 
oos oxbows about the fair Northampton muadowa, 
and at last overflows the oldest inhabitant's memory 
in profligate freshets at Hartford and all along iti 
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ewer shores, — up in that caravansaiy on the banki 
of the stream where Lcdyard launched his log canoe, 
and the jovial old Colonel used to lead the Com- 
mencement processions, — where blue Ascatney looked 
down from the far distance, and the hills of Bculab, 
as the Professor always called them, rolled op the 
opposite horizon in soft climbing masses, so sugges- 
tive of the Pilgrim's Heavenward Path that be 
used to took through his old ** Dollond " to see if the 
Shining Ones were not within range of sights- 
sweet visions, swceteat in those Sonday walks which 
carried them by the peaceful common, throngh the 
solemn village lying in cataleptic stillnesa under thr 
shadow of the rod of Moses, to the terminus of their 
harmless stroll, — the patulous fage, in the Professor's 
classic dialcctf^thc spreading beech, in more familiar 
phrase, — [stop and breathe here a moment, for the 
sentence is not done yet, and wc have another long 
journey before us,J— 

— and again once more up among those other hills 
that shut in the amber-flowing Hoasatonir,^ — dark 
stream, but clear, like the lucid orbs that shine be* 
noalh the lids of auburn-haired, sheny-wine-^yed 
dcmi-blondcs, — in the home overlooking the winding 
Etrcarn and the smooth, flat meadow ; J<x>ked down 
npon by wild hills, where the tracks of boors and cata- 
mounts may yet sometimes be seen upon the winter 
bnow; facing the twin summits which rise ia the far 
Norlo, the highest waves of the great land-storm 
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m all this billowy region, — suggoEtive to mad fancied 
of the breasts of a half-buried Tltaness, stretched 
ont by a stray thtnidcrbolt, and hastily hidden away 
beneath the leaves of the forest, — in that home where 
aeren blessed sammcrs were passed, which stand in 
memory like the seven golden candleaticka in the 
beatific Tision of the holy dreamer,— 

^-iu that modest dwelling we were just looking 
at, not glorious, yet not unlovely in the youth of its 
drab and mahogany, — full of great and little boya' 
playthings £rom top to bottom,— in all these summer 
or winter nests he was always at home and always 
welcome. 

This long articulated sigh of reminiscences, — ^this 
calenture which shows me the maple^hadowed 
plains of Berkshire and the mountain-circled green 
of Gralton beneath the salt waves which come feel- 
ing their way along the wall at my feet, restless and 
Boft-tonching as blind men's busy fingers,— is for 
that friend of mine who looks into the waters of the 
Patapsco and sees beneath them the same visions 
which paint themselves for me in the green depths 
of the Charles. 

Did I talk all this off to the schoolmistress? — 

'Why, no, — of course not I have been talking with 
you, the reader, for the lost ten minutes. You don't 
think I should expect any woman to listen to sacb a 
sentence as that long one, without giving hex a 
Muuice to put in a word ? 



/ 
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What did I say to the schoolmistress?-* 

Permit me one moment I don't doubt your delicacy 
and good-breeding; but in this particular case, as I 
waj allowed the privilege of walking alone with a very 
interesting young woman, you most allow mc to 
remark, in the classic version of a familiar phrase, 
used by our Master Benjamin FrankliUi it is nulbim 
tui negotii. 

When the schoolmistress and I reached the school- 
room door, the damask roses I spoke of were so 
much heightened in color by exercise that I felt sure 
it would be useful to her to take a stroll like this 
every morning, and made up my mind I would ask 
her to let me join her again. 

EXTRACT FROM MY PRIVATE JOURNAIm 

( To be burned unread) 

I am afraid I have been a fool ; for I have told as 
much of myself to this young person as if she were 
of that ripe and discreet age which invites confidence 
and expansive utterance. I have been low-spirited 
and listless, lately, — it is coffee, I think, — (I observe 
that which is bought ready-ground never affects the 
head,) — and I notice that I tell my secrets too easily 
when I am downhearted. 

There are inscriptions on our hearts, which, like 
chat on Digliton Rock, are never to be seen exoept 
at dead-low tide. 



'*- ^ 
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There is a woman's footstep on the sand at the 
side of my deepest ocean-buried inscription ! 

-——Oh, no, no. no! a thousand times, no!— Yet 
what is this which has been shaping itself in my 
sool ? — Is it a thought ? — ^is it a dream ? — in it a|MU« 
^ — Then I know what comes next 
>The Asylum stands on a bright and breezy 
hill ; those glazed corridors are pleasant to walk in, 
in bad weather. But there are iron bars to all the win- 
dows. When it is fair, some of us can stroll outside 
that very high fence* But I never see much life in 
those groups I sometimes meet ; — and then the care- 
ful man watches them so closely ! How I remember 
that sad company I used to pass on fine mornings, 
when I was a schoolboy ! — B., with his arms full of 
yellow weeds,— ore from the gold mines which he 
discovered long before we heard of California, — Y., 
born to millions, crazed by too much plum-cake, (the 
boys said.) dogged, explosive,— made a Polyphemus 
of my weak-eyed schoolmaster, by a vicious flirt 
with a stick, — (the multi-millionnaires sent him a 
trifle, it was said, to buy another eye with ; but boys 
are jealous of rich folks, and I don't doubt the good 
people made him easy for life,)— how I remember 
them all ! 

I recollect, as all do, the story of the Hall of Eblis, 
in ^ Vathek," and how each shape, as it lifted its 
hand from its breast, showed its heart,— a burning 
coal. The real Hall of Eblis stands on yonder sum* 
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mit Go there on the next visiting-dayi and ask that 

figure crouched in the corner, huddled up like those 

Indian mummies and skeletons found buried in the 

sitting posture, to lift its hand, — ^look upon its heart, 

and behold, not fire, but ashes, — No, I roust not 

think of such an ending! Dying would be a much 

more gentlemanly way of meeting the diflSculty. 

Make a will and leave her a house or two and some 

stocks, and other little financial conveniences, to take 

away her necessity for keeping schools — I wonder 

what nice young man's feet would be in my French 

slippers before six months were over ! Well, what 

then ? If a man really loves a woman, of course he 

wouldn't marry her for the world, if he were not 

quite sure that he was the best person she could by 

any possibility marry, 

-It is odd enough to read over what I have 

just been writing. — It is the merest fancy that ever 
was in the world. I shall never be married. She 
will ; and if she is as pleasant as she has been so 
far, I will give her a silver tea-set, and go and take 
tea with her and her husband, sometimes. No 
coffee, I hope, though, — it depresses me sadly. I 
feel very miserably ; — they must have been grinding 
it at home. — Another morning walk will be good for 
me, and I don't doubt the schoolmistress will be 
glad of a little fresh air before schooL 

•The throbbing flushes of the poetical intei^ 

18 
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mitteDt have been coming over me from time to 
lime of late. Did you ever uec that electrical experi 
meat which conniBts iji passing a flash through letters 
at gold leaf io a darkened room, whereupon some 
name or legend springs out of the darkness in ohai* 
acteisoffire? 

There are songs all written out in my soul, which 
I could read, if the flash might pass through thenar— 
but the fire mast come down from heaven. Ah ! 
bat what if the stormy nimbut of youthful pasaion 
baa blown by, and one asks for lightning from the 
tagged eimu of dissolving aspirations, or the silvered 
Mflw/iM of sluggish satiety 1 I will call on her 
whom the dead poeta believed in, whom living ones 
no longer woiship, — fhe immortal maid, who, name 
her what you will, — Goddess, Muse, Spirit of 
BeaQ^r~^^ by the pillow of eveiy youthful poet, 
and bends over his pale forehead until her tresses lie 
npon his cheek and rain their gold into his dreanuh 

unsA. 

O ifT Icwt Bual7 1— but tLoa folded qnils 

Thjr wingi »{ morning light 

Beyond thoM iron gate* 
Where Life crowd* harrying Io tbe hsggsrd FstM, 
And Age upon hii mound of ubot wsitt 

To chill our Gei7 dreamt^ 
Bot &tMi the hewt of foaUi plunged in hit iqr itNfNft > 

Lmt« iim not fading in theM weed* of eara, 
WhoaefloweisaniilTeradhairl — 
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HaT« I not loved tboe long, 
Thongh my j'ouiig lipi 1i«to aCttn done tliee wrong 
And vexed iity heaven-tuned ear with earale«Ma|T 

Ah, wilt thou yet return, 
Boaring thy row-liued torch, and bid thine aharbuaf 

Cone to me I — I will flood thy nlent dirioe 

'With ray loul'i Hcred irioo, 

And heap thy marblo lloon 
Aa the wild tpice-trece wute their fragrant Koree 
In leafy iiUndi watled with nuulreporea 

And Uppwl in Orient teas, 
When all their featheij palma toM, plume-like, in &• bm« 

Come to me I — thou ihalt feed on hooied woidi^ 

Sweeter than long of lunli ; — 

No wailing bulbul'i throat. 
No nteltJDg duluimer'a melodiooa note, 
^Vlien o'er the midnight wave ill munniUB toiX, 

Thy raviahcd ienio might loothe 
With flow ao liquid-aoft, irith itrai 



Thou ahfJt bo ducked with jewcla, like a qneea. 

Sought in Iboae bowert of green 

Where loop the clustered viaoa 
And the close-clingiog dulcamam twiaea, — 
ture pcarii of Alayuew wnere the moooiight iliinM^ 

And Summer*) fruited genu, 
And coral pciidanta ihom from Autnmnl berried MM 

Sit by mo drifting on (he deepy wavee,^ 

Or stretched by grue-grown giavee, 

Whose gray, hlgU-ibouldored itonee. 
Carved with old ouuc* liTa'a timo-wom roll dii 
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L«aD, licben-ipott^d, o'er tbe cnimblod boDU 

Stilt BluiiilM>r)ng wht^re tliejr taj 
WUle tlie Md rilgnm watched to K>rB tlie wolf kw^j 

Spread o'er m]' coui-b thy vmaaary wing 1 

Still let me drcMD and ung, — 

Drcaia of that winding ihore 
Where K^arlct eardinali bloooi, — for me no more,— 
Tha ■Iream with hcaTeti l>eneath its liquid floor, 

And clustering nenuphan 
• Spriukliag iu mirrored blue like golden-chkliced (tan I 



Come while their bahcs iho UndcD-bloMoms shed I — 

Come while the ro»e it red, — 

^Vnile blue-eyed Summer miiles 
On the gnen ripples round yon lunkeo pile* 
Wuhed by the moon-wave wann from Indian ulea, 

And on the sultry air 
TliB chustnuu ipread their palma like holy men in pntjer I 

Oh, for l}iy burning lipi to Sre my brain 

With thrilli of wild sweet pain I — 

On life's autumnal blast. 
Like shrivelled leaves, youth'i pastioa-flowen an cait~* 
Once loving thee, wftlove thee to the last I' — 

Behold thy new-decked shrine, 
And bear oiK» (nor« the vuce that bmathed "Foievertlunel 
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1 XL 

4 [Thb company looked a little flustered one mon* 

j ing when I came in, — so much so, that I inquired of 

my neighbor, the divinity-student, what bad beea 
going on. It appears that the young fellow whom 
they call John had taken advantage of ray being a 

I little late (I having been rather longer than usual 

dressing that morning) to circulate several questioni 
involving a quibble or play upnon words^— in short, 
containing that indignity to the human understand- 
ing, condemned in the passages firom the distin- 
guished moralist of the last century and the illustri- 
ous historian of the present, which I cited on a 
former occasion, and known as B,pun. After break* 
fast, one of the boarders banded ,me a small roll of 
paper containing some of the questions and their 
answers. I subjoin two or three of them, to show 
what a tendency there is to frivolity and meaningless 
talk in young persons of a certain sort, when not 
restrained by the presence of more reflective natures. 
—It was asked, '* Why tertian and quartan fevers 
were like certain short-lived insects*'' Some interest- 
ing physiological relation would be naturally sug- 
gested. The inquirer blushes to find that the answer 
is in the paltry equivocation, that they skq^ a day or 
twOd — ^ Why an Englishman must go to the Conti* 
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nent to weaken his grog or paoch.'' The answer 
proves to have no relation whatever to the temper- 
ance-movement| as no better reason 10 ^ven than that 
island- (or, as it is absurdly written, ife and) water 
won't inix^ — ^But when ' I came to the next question 
and its answer, I felt that patience ceased to be a 
virtoe. ^ Why an onion is like a piano '^ is a queiy 
that a person of sensibility wonld be slow to pro- 
pose ; bat that in an edncated commnnity an indi- 
vidoal conld be found to answer it in these words^-* 
* Because it smell odious,'' quasi^ if s mdodious^-is 
not credible, but too true. I can show you the paper. 

Dear reader, I beg your pardon for repeating such 
things. I know most conversations reported in books 
are altogether above such trivial details, but folly 
will come up at every table as surely as purslain and 
duckweed and sorrel will come up in gardens. This 
young fellow ought to have talked philosophy, I 
know perfectly well ; but he didn't, — be made jokes.] 

I am willing^ — I said, — ^to exercise your ingenuity 
in a rational and contemplative manuer.<^No, I do 
jot proscribe certain forms of philosophical specula^ 
tion which involve an approach to the absurd or the 
ludicrous, such as you may find, for example, in the 
folio of the Reverend Father Thomas Sanchez, in 
his famous Disputations, ^ De Sancto Matrimonio." 
I will therefore turn this levity of yours to profit by 
leading yon a rhymed problem, vmught out by iny 
Uend the rrofessor. 
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Little of all 
Wakes on th 
Without both 
In fact, there' 
So far as I ki 
(This is a mot 
Take it— Yov 

First of No' 
Tliere are trac 
A general flav 
But nothing Ic 
There couldn't 
Had made it 8> 
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And tbo back-crossbar ai strong aa tli« tartt, 
And spring nnd axle and bub tneort. 
And jct, OJ a wkale, it b past a doubt 
la anodier hour it will be uam out I 

First of November, "Fifty-five I 

This momiDg the panoo takca a drive. 

Kow, small boys, get out of tbo way ! 

Here comes the wonderful on»-bor>e-«ba}', 

Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-neulced bay. 

" Uuddup J " said tho parson. — OS went tbey 

The panoD wu working hi* Sunday's textr— 
Bod got to Ji/ilil\/, and stopped perplexed 
At what tho — Moses — was coming nesli 
AH at once the horee itoad (till, 
Clcne by the meet'n'-houM oa ibe hllL 
— FinI a ibirer, and then a thiill, 
Then lometbing deddedly like a (pill| — 
And the parson wai litliiig upon a rock, 
At half-pait nine by the meet'a-houie clook^— 
Jolt the hour of the Earthquake shock I 
— VVbat do you think the panon foand, 
Vheo he got up aud stared around ? 
The poor old cbaiee in a heap or moand, 
Ai if it had been to the mill and ground I 
. You see, of courae, if you're not a donco^ 
Bow it went to pieces all at once, — 
All at onco, and nothing Gnt, — 
Juit •■ babble* do when they bnnfc 

End of Ibe wonderfnt nnn Tines eliST 
Logie is lo^o That's all I s^. 
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1 think there is one habit, 

pany a da/ or two afterwarda— 
punning. It is the gradual buI 
flash terms fur words which tni 
objects. I have known several 
whose whole vocabulary had de 
half dozen exprestiions. All thi 
two great categories,— /lUi or tic 
was to be a brick. When the 
life overtook their friends, these 
as being a good deal cut up. N 
existence were summed up in t! 
These expressions come to be tl 
of mindii which have giowQ too 
discriminate. They are the blf 
Icctual bankruptcy ; — yoa may 
what idea you like ; it makes no 
are no fundd in the treasury nj 
drawn. Colleges and good-fo 
clubs are the places where these ' 
spring up most luxuriantly. jD 
Value the proper use and applies 
or phrase. It adds piquancy fa 
mushroom docs to a sauce. Bu 
a toadstool, odious to the sense t 
intellect, when it spawns itself 
men and youths capable of talki 
does. As we hear flash phraseol 
the dishwater from the utishing: 
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tsm, ichool-bof or full-grown, wrung out of a three- 
Tolome novel which bad sopped it up, or decanted 
from the pictmed uro of Mr. Verdant Green, and 
dilotcd to suit the provincial climate. 

The young fellow called John spoke up sharp- 
ly and said, it was "mm" to hear me "pitchin'into 
fellcn" for "goin' it in the slang line," when I used 
all the fiaab words myself just when I pleased. 

1 replied with roy usual forbearance. — Cer- 
tainly, to give up the algebraic symbol, because a or 
b a often a cover for ideal nihtiity, would be unwise. 
I hare heard a child labonng to express a certaia 
oonditioo, iiivolviag a hitherto andcacnbcd Bcnsattoo- 
(as it supposed,) all of which could hare been mffi* 
deotly explained by the participle — bored. I have 
•eeo a country-clergynuo, with a one-story intellect 
and a one-horse vocabulary, who has consumed bis 
valuable time (and mine) freely, in developing an 
opinion of a brother-roinistnr's disconne which woobl 
have been abundantly characterized by % peach* 
down-lipped sophomore in the one word — tloa. Lei 
OS discriminate, and be shy of absolate fnoeoriptioiL 
I mm omniverbivoroos by nature and tninlll^ 
Passing by such words as are poisonoas, I can 
swallow rooet otheis, and chew snob as I eaanot 
swallow. 

Dandies are not good for mocb, bat they am good 
for sfAnething. They invent or keep in <dioilUtioo 
those oonTeraational Uaok checks or ootutars jut 
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Bpoken of, which intellectual capitalists may some- 
I times find it worth their while to borrow of them. 

They are useful, too, in keeping up the standard of 
dress, which, but for them, would deteriorate, and 
become, what some old fools would have it, a mat- 
ter of convenience, and not of taste and art. Yes, 
I like dandies well enough,— on one condition. 

What is that, Sir ? — said the divioity-student 

That they have pluck. I find that lies at the 

bottom of all true dandyism. A little boy dressed 
up very fine, who puts his finger in his mouth and 
takes to crying, if other boys make fun of him, looks 
very silly. But if he ^urus red in the £ace and 
knotty in the fists, and makes an example of the 
biggest of bis assailants, throwing off his fine Leg- 
horn and his thickly-buttoned jacket, if necessary, 
to consummate the act of justice, his small toggeiy 
takes on the splendors of the crested helmet that 
firightened Astyanax. You remember that the Duke 
said his dandy officers were his best ofiicers. The 
^ Sunday blood,'' the super-superb sartorial eques- 
trian of our annual Fast-day, is not imposing or 
dangerous. But such fellows as Brammel and 
D'Orsay and Byron are not to be snubbed quite so 
easily. Look out for '^ la main de fer sous le gant 
de velours," (which I printed in English the other 
day without quotation-marks, thinking whether any 
tcarabcBus criliais would add this to his globe and 
roll in glory witn it into the newspapers,-— which ha 
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didn't do it, in the charming pleonasm of the Lon 
don language, and therefore I claim the sole merit 
of exposing the same.) A good many powerful and 
doogenmB people have had a decided dash of dandy- 
bm about them. There was Alcibiadea, the " curled 
•on of Clioiae,** an accomplished young man, but 
what would be called a " swell " in these dayn. 
There was Arietoteles, a very distinguished writer, 
of whom yon have heard, — a philosopher, in short, 
wbom it took centuries to Icarn, centuries to unlearn, 
and is now going to take a generation or more to 
Irani over again. Regular dandy, he was. So was 
Marcos Antonius ; and thoqgh he lost his game, he 
played for big stakes, and it wasn't bis dandyism 
that spoiled bis chance. Petrarca was not to be 
despised as a scholar or a poet, but he was one of 
the same sort So was Sir Humphrey Davy; so 
was Lord Palmerston, formerly, if I am not forget* 
fnU Yes, — a dandy is good for something as such ; 
and dandies such as I was jost speaking of have 
rocked this planet like a cradle, — aye, and left it 
swinging to this day. — Still, if I were you, I wouldn't 
go to the tailoHs, on the strength of these remarks, 
and mn np a long bill which will render pockets 
a superfluity in your next suit Eleg^ans " nascitur, 
noH fit." A man is boni a dandy, aa he is born a 
poet There are heads that can't wear hats ; there 
are necks that can't fit cravats ; there are jaws that 
eao't fill out collara — (Willis touched this last point 
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in* one of his earlier ambrotypesi if I remembet 
rightly) ; there are ioumures nothing can humanize^ 
and movements nothing can sabdue to the gracioos 
suavity or elegant languor or stately serenity which 
belong to different styles of dandyism. 

We are forming an aristocracy, as you may ob- 
serve, in this country, — not a gratid^Deij nor a jure^ 
divino one, — ^but a de-facto upper stratum of being, 
which floats over the turbid waves of common life 
like the iridescent film you may have seen spreading 
over the water about our wharves, — ^very splendid, 
though its origin may have been tar, tallow, train-oil, 
or other such unctuous commodities. I say, then, 
we are forming an aristocracy; and, transitoiy as jts 
individual life often is, it maintains itself tolerably, 
as a whole* Of course, money is its comer-stone. 
But now observe this. Money kept for two or three 
generations transforms a race, — I don't mean merely 
in manners jEind hereditary culture, but in blood smJ 
bone. Money buys air and sunshine, in which chil« 
dren grow up more kindly, of course, than in dose, 
back streets; it buys country-places to give them 
happy and healthy summers, good nursing, good 
doctoring, and the best cuts of beef and mutton. 
When the spring-chickens come to market I 

beg your pardon, — that is not what I was going to 
speak of. As the young females of each successive 
season come on, the finest specimens among them, 
other things being equal, are apt to attract those who 
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cut aflbrd the expensive luxury of beauty. Tbs 
phyucal eharacter of the next generatloa rises in 
oooMqaeuce. It is plain that certain familieB hava 
in thu way bcquiretl an elevated type of face aad 
&giire, uid that in a small circle of citynxinnectionA 
ooa may aometimca find models of both sexes which 
ODt of the rural counties would find it hard to match 
from all it* townships put together. Because there 
it a good deal of running down, of degeneration and 
waste of life, among the richer classes, you must not 
oreilook the equally obvious fact I have juat spokea 
o^— which ia one or two generations more wiU be, I 
think, much more patent than just now. 

The weak point in our chryso-aristocr&cy is the 
same I have alluded to io connectioo with cheap 
dandyism. Its thorough manhood, its high-caste 
gaUantry, are not so manifest as the plate-glass of its 
windows and the more or less legitimate heraldry of 
its coach-panels. It is very carious to obeerre of 
how small account military folks are held among our 
Northern people. Our young men most gild their 
spars, bat they need not win ' them. The equal 
division of property keeps the younger sons of rich 
people above the necessity of military service. Thus 
I the army loses an element of refinemeat, and the 
moneyed upper class forgets what it ia to oonnt 
heroism among its virtaes. Still I don't believe 
in any aristocracy without pluck a* its baokbooft 
Onrs may show it when the time oomee if it eT« 
does come.. 
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These United States furnbb the greatest 
market for intellectoal green frvit of all the places in 
the world I think so, at any rate. The demand for 
intellectual labor is so enormous and the maricet so 
far from nice, that young talent is apt to fare like 
unripe gooseberries, — ^get plucked to make a fool of 
Think of a country which buys eighty thousand 
copies of the " Proverbial Philosophy,** while the 
author's admiring countrymen have been buying 
twelve thousand! How can one let his firuit hang 
in the sun until it gets fully ripe, while there are 
* eighty thousand such hungry mouths ready to swal* 
low it and proclaim its praises? Consequently, there 
never was such a collection of crude pippins and 
haif-grown windfalls as our native literature displays 
among its fruits. There are literary green-grooeries 
at every corner, which will buy anything, from a 
button-pear to a pine-apple. It taked a long appren- 
ticeship to train a whole people to reading and writ- 
ing. The temptation of money and fame is too 
great for young people. Do I not remember that 
glorious moment when the late Mr. — — we won't 

say who,— editor of the we won't say what, 

offered me the sum of fifty cents per double- 
columned quarto page for shaking my young boughs 
over his foolscap apron ? Was it not an intoxicat 
ing vision of gold and glory? I should donbtlesi 
have revelled in its wealth and splendor, but foi 
learning that the fifty cents was to be considered a 
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riwtorical embellishment, and by no means a literal 
«q>res8ioD of past fact or present intention. 

Beware of making yonr moral staple consist 

of the negatiTe virtaes. It is good to abstain, and 
teach others to abstain, from all that is ainfol or hurt- 
fuL Bat making a business of it leads to emaoiB- . 
tion of character, unless one feeds largely also on 
the more nntritioDs diet of active sympathetic ben- 
evolence, 

— ^— I dont believe one word of what yon are 
saying, — spoke np the angular female in black bom- 
bazine. 

I am sorry you disbelieve it. Madam, — I said, 
and added sofUy to my next neighbor, — bat yon 
prove it 

The young fellow sitting near me winked ; and 
the divinity-student said, in an undertone, — OptitM 
dictum. 

Your talking Latin, — said I, — reminds me ot an 
odd trick of one of my old tutors. He read so 
much of that language, that his English half tomed 
into it . He got caught in town, one hot summer, in • 
pretty close quarters, and wrote, or began to write, a 
series of -city pastorals. Eclogues be called them, 
and meant to have published them by subscription. 
1 remember some of bis verses, if you want to bear 
Ihem. — You, Sir; (addressing myself to the divinity*' 
student,) and all such as have been through college^ 
or, what is the same thing, received an honorary 
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degree, will understand them wit] 
The old man had a great deal to st 
tion," OS he called it, in oppositii 
eay, to hibernation. Intramural a> 
life in Bummer, be would Bay, is 8 
suspended existence, or semi-asphj 
up from it about the beginning i 
in September. This is what I 
poem: — 

ESTIVATION. 

An Vajmblithed Poen, ty njr laU 

In eandent ire tLo MUr splendor t 
Tba folet, UogueiceDt, pcud from 
Hii bumii] front the cive, aobelinj 
And draanu of erring on venlifuK 

HoiT dulc« to vivo occult to morta 
Donn on the herb with none to eu 
Carp the auave berries from tlie ci 
And bibe the flow from lon^cauda 



To me, alas ! no vordurom vision* 
Save yon exiguous pool's conferva- 
No concave vast repeats the tende 
That laves my milk-jug ivith cclcst 

Mo wretched I Let me curr to qn 
Effund your albid bausts, tactifero 
Oh, might I Tole to some umbrage< 
Depart, — be off,— excede,— evade, 
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■ I I have liTed hj the sea«shoie and by th» 
moontaina. — No, I am not going to lay whieb la 
beat The one where yoar place ia la tfae best for 
yotL Bat this differeoce there ia: joa can domesti- 
cate mounfains, bat the aea ia /era natura, Yoa 
may have a but, or know the owner of one, on the 
moaatain-side ; yoa see a light haff>way np ita as- 
cent in the eveaing, and yoa know there la a home, 
and yoa might share it Yoa have noted certain 
trees, perhaps ; yoo know the partionlar zone where 
the hemlocks look so black in October, when the 
maples and beeches have faded. All its reliefs and 
intaglios have electrotyped themselves io the medal* 
lions that hang round the walls of yoor memor/s 
chamber. — The sea remembers nothing. It is feline. 
It licks your feet, — its huge flanks puir very plea- 
saotly for you ; but it will crack your bones and eat 
yon, for all that, and wipe the crimsoned foam firom 
its jaws as if nothing had happened. The moun- 
tains give their. lost children berries and water ; the 
sea mocks their thirst and lets them die. The moun- 
tains have a grand, stupid, lovable tmnqaillity ; the 
sea has a fascinating, treacherous intelligence. The 
mountains lie about like huge ruminants, their broad 
backs awful to look upon, but safe to handle. The 
sea smooths its silver scales antil yon caimot see 
their joints, — but their shining is that of a snake's 
belly, after alL — In deeper suggestiveness I find as 
great a difference, The mountains dwarf mankind 
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and foreshorten the procession of its long genera- 
tions. The sea drowns out bamanity and time ; it 
has no sympathy with either ; for it belongs to eter- 
nity, and of that it sings its monotonous sung for- 
ever and ever. 

Yet I should love to have a little box by the sea- 
shore. I should love to gaze out on the wild feline 
element from a front window of my own, just as I 
should love to look on a caged panther, and see it 
stretch its shining length, and then curl over and lap 
its smooth sides, and by-and-by begin to lash itself 
into rage and show its white teeth and spring at its 
bars, and howl the cry of its mad, but, to me, harm- 
less fury. — And then, — ^to look at it with that inward 
eye, — ^who does not love to shuffle off time and its 
concerns, at intervals, — ^to forget who is President 
and who is Governor, what race he belongs to, what 
language he speaks, which golden-headed nail of the 
firmament his particular planetary system is buug 
upon, and listen to the great liquid metronome as it 
beats its solemn measure, steadily swinging when 
the solo or duet of human life began, and to swing 
just as steadily after the human chorus has died oat 
and man is a fossil on its shores ? 

What should decide one, in choosicg a sum* 

mer residence ? — Constitution, first of alL How much 
snow could you melt in an hour, if you were planted 
in a hogshead of it ? Comfort is essential to enjoy* 
ment All sensitive people should remember that 
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persons in easy circumstances sufTei much more froix 
cold in summer — that is, the warm half of the year 
^-than in winter, or the other half. You must cut 
your climate to your eonatitutton, as much as your 
clothing to your shape. After this, consult your taste 
and coaveniencc. But if you would be happy in 
Berkshire, you must carry mountains in your biatn ; 
and if you would enjoy Nahant, you mbst have an 
ocean in your souL Nature playa at dominoe with 
yuu; you must match her piece, or she will never 
give it op to you. 

The schoolmistress said, in a rather mischiev. 

ouB way, that she was afraid some minds or souls 
would be a little crowded, if they took la the Rocky 
Mountains or the Atlantic 

Have yoa ever read the little book called " The 
Stars and the Earth ? " — said I. — Have you seen the 
Declaration of Independence photographed in a sur- 
face that a fly's foot would cover ? The forma or 
conditions of Time and Space, as Kani will tell yiJu, 
are nothing in themselves, — only our way of looking 
at things. You are right, I think, however, in recog- 
nizing the category of Space as being quite as appli* 
cable to minds as to the outer world. Everv mac 
of reflection is vaguely con.ocious of an imperfectly- 
defined circle which is drawn about his intellect. He 
has a perfectly clear sense that the fragments of hia 
intellectual circle include the curves of many othet 
mioda of which he is cognizant He often recogniza 
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these as manifestly concentric with his own, but o{ 
less radius. On the other hand, when we find a 
portion of an arc on the outside of our own, we say 
it intersects ours, but are yjery slow to confess or to 
see that it circumscribes it Every now and then a 
man's mind is stretched by a new idea or sensation^ 
and never shrinks back to its former dimensions. 
After looking at the Alps, I felt that my mind had 
been stretched beyond the limits of its elasticity, and 
fitted so loosely on my old ideas of space that I had 
to spread these to fit it 

K I thought I should ever see the Alps ! — 

said the schoolmistress. 

Perhaps you will, some time or other, — I said. 

It is not very likely, — she answered. — I have had 
one or two opportunities, bujt I had rather be any- 
thing than governess in a rich family. 

[Proud, too, you little soft-voiced woman! Well, 
I can't say I like you any the worse for it How 
long will school-keeping take to kill you ? Is it pos* 
sible the poor thing works with her needle, too ? I 
don't like those marks on the side of her forefinger. 

Tableatu Chamouni. Mont Blanc in full view 
Figures in the foreground; two of them standing 

apart; one of them a gentleman of oh, — ah^— 

yes ! the other a lady in a white cashmere, leaning 
on his shoulder. — The ingenuous reader will under- 
stand that this was an internal, private, personal, 
subjective diorama, seen for one instant on the back* 
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gronod of my own conscloasncss, and abolished into ' 
black Donentity by the fint qaestioD which recalled 
me to actual life, aj snddealy, aa if one of those iron 
shop-bUods (which I always pau at dosk with a 
■hirer, expecting to stnmble over some poor bat 
honest shop-boy's bead, just taken off by its sudden 
and nnexpeoted descend and left ootside npon the 
sidewalk) bad come down in firont of it " by the 
inn.'*l 

■ ■' Shoald yon like to hear what moderate 
wishes life brioga one to at laatl I used to be very 
ambitious,^ — wasteful, extravagant, and laxnrioas in 
all my fancies. Bead too much in the ** Arabian 
Nights." Must have the lamp,^^»aldn't do without 
the ring. Exercise every morning on the brazen 
horse. Plump down into castles as fall of little 
milk-white princesses as a nest is of young sparrows. 
Ail love me dearly at once. — Charming idea of life, 
but too high-colored for the reality. I have ont- 
grown all this; my tastes have become exceedingly 
primitiTe^— almost, perhaps, ascetic. We carry hap- 
piness into our condition, but mast not hope to find 
it there. I think you will be willing to hear some 
lines which eintK>dy the subdued and limited desires 
of my matnri^. 

CONTENTMENT. 
■■ Uu wintt but littU Un UlttW." 
LiTTLK I mIc ; mj wuU trt Aw ; 
I Ml/ with » but «f iloBe, 
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>} Three courses are as good as ten ^ 

If JSature can subsist on three, 

.j Thank Heaven for tliree. A 

I always thought cold victual nice ^ 

J. M/ choice would bo vanilla-icc. 



i 



I 



I care not much for gold or land ;«- 
Give uio A morttrage here and thei 
I Some good bank-stock, — some note < 

Or triflinr; railroad share;— 
I only ask that Fortune send 
) A little more than I shall spend. 



Honors are silly toys, I know, 
, i And titles are but empty nameis— 

I % I would, perhaps^ be Plenipo,— 

* But only near St* James ;^ 

Fm vcr^' sure I should not care 
To fill our Gubcmator*s chair. 
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Jewels are baubles ; 'tis a sin 

'lo care for such unfruitful things j 
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I own perliapt I migltl desiro 

Some ihawU of true nuhmnrR,— 
Some marrow]' cnpu of Cbink lilk, 
Lik« wrinkled (kin* on jcalded milk. 

I w«mld not bara tlie bona I driro 

So &*t tbat Iblki molt slop and itare 
An uqrgul — two, for^-fire — 

Soit* me ; I do not rare ; — 
Berluipt, for Jiut * tingit npurl, 
Some pecomb leN woold <Io no burt. 



Of ]rictai««, I ihoald Iik« to own 

ntiMu and lUpbaeb three or fooT'^ 
i lore to mack tbeir itjle and lone,^ 

One Turner, and no more,^ 
(A landscape, — foregrouud goldnn dirt 
Tin MDjbiDe painted irith a aqnirt.) 

Of book* but fewf— aome 6tij tcore 

For dailj lue, and bound for wear; 
Tbe rett upon an upper floor i— 

Some lilUe luxuiy llurt 
Of red morocco'i gilded gleam. 
And Tellum rich a« coontrj creani. 

Bosti, cameos, gcma, — luch thing* a« tbrw 

Whick olhere of^en ihow for prids, 
J value for tbeir power to pleaae. 

And cellUh churb deride ; — 
One Slradivariuis I confeta, 
Two Mcenchaama, I would fklo poMMfc 

Wealth*! waMefut tricki I will not lewn, 
Nor ape the glittering npatart fi)ol }— 
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S^al! not carved tables tcrre my tiini« 

But all most be of bahl ? 
Give grasping pomp its double share^— 
I ask but one recumbent chair. 

Thus humble let roe live and die, 

Nor long for Midas' golden touch, 
If Heaven more generous gifls deny, 
I shall not miss them mticA,— 
Too grateful for the blesang lent 
Of simple tastes and mind content I 



MT LAST WALK WITH THB SCnOOLlUSTEBM. 

(A Parenthesis.) 

I can't say just bow many walks she and I bad 
taken together before this one. I found the effect of 
going out every morning was decidedly favorable on 
her health. Two pleasing dimples, the places for 
which were just marked when she came, played, 
shadovyy, in her freshening cheeks when she aoiiled 
and nodded good-morning to me from the school- 
house-steps. 

I am afraid I did the greater part of the talking. 
At any rate, if I should try to report all that I said 
during the first half-dozen walks we took together, I 
fear that* I might receive a gentle hint from my 
friends the publishers, that a separate volume^ at my 
own risk and expense, would be the proper method 
of bringing them before the public* 

I would have a woman as tnie as Deatb 
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At ibe firat real lie which works from the heart out* 
ward, she should be tenderly chloroformed into a 
better world, where she can have an angel for a 
governess, and feed on strange fruits which will 
make her all over again, even to her bones and mar- 
row.r— Whether gifted with the accident of beauty 
or not, she should, have been moulded in the rose-rei] 
day of Love, before the breath of life made a mov* 
ing mortal of her. Love-capacity is a congeuiial 
endowment; and I think, after a while, one gets to 
know the warm-hued natures it belongs to from the 
pretty pipe^ay counterfeits of them. — Proud she 
may be, in the sense of respecting herself; but pride 
in the sense of contemning others less gifted than 
herself, deserves the two lowest circles of a vulgar 
woman's Inferno, where the punishments are Small* 
pox and Bankruptcy .^She who nips off the end of 
a brittle courtesy, as one breaks the tip of an icicle, 
to bestow upon those whom she ought cordially and 
kindly to recognize, proclaims the fact that she comes 
not merely of low blood, but of bad blood* Con- 
sciousness of unquestioned position makes people 
gracious in proper measure to all ; but if a woman 
puts on airs with her real equals, she has something 
about herself or her family she is ashamed of, or 
ought to be. Middle, and more than middle-aged 
people, who know family * histories, generally see 
through it. An official of standing was rude to me 
once. Oh, that is* the maternal grandfather,-HMdd a 
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wise old friend to me, — ^he was a boor.-^Better too 
few words, from the woman we love, than too 
many: while she is silent. Nature is working for her; 
while she talks, she is working for herself.^ — Love is 
sparingly soluble in the words of men ; therefore they 
speak much of it; but one syllable of woman's 
speech can dissolve more of it than a man's heart 
can hold. 

Whether I said any or all of these things 

to the schoolmistress, or not, — ^whether I stole them 
out of Lord Bacon, — whether I cribbed them from 
Balzac, — whether I dipped them from the ocean of 
Tupperian wisdom^— or whether I have just found 
them in my head, laid there by that solemn fowl, 
Experience, (who, according to my observation, 
cackles oftener than she drops real live eggs,) I can- 
not say. Wise men have said more foolish things, 
— and foolish men, I don't doubt, have said as wise 
things. Anyhow, the schoolmistress and I bad pleas* 
ant walks and long talks, all of which I do not feel 
bound to report 

You are a stranger to me, Ma'am^ — I don't 

doubt you would like to know all I said to the 
schoolmistress. — I sha'n't do it; — I had rather get 
the publishers to return the money you have invested 
in this. Besides, I have forgotten a good deal of it 
I shall tell only what I like of what I remember. 

— My idea was, in the first place, to search out 
)ihe picturesque spots which the dty affords a sight 
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itt, to thooe wfao have eyes. I know a good niary* 
and it waa a pleaaare to look at them in company 
with my yonog friend. Then were the ebrabs and 
flowen in the Fianklio-Place front-yarda or borders ; ' 
Commerce is just patting his granite foot apou them. 
Theo there are certain small seragtio^ganJens, into 
which one can get a peep tbroogh the crevices of 
bigb fences, — one in Myrtle Street,' or backing on it, 
•^here and there one at the North and South Ends. 
Then the great elms in Essax Street Then the 
stately borBC-chestnnts in that vacant lot in Chambers 
Street, which bold their ontapread hands over your 
head, (as I said in my poem the other day,) and look 
as if they were whispering, " May grace, mercy, and 
peace be with you ! " — and the rest of that benedic- 
tion. Nay, there are certain patches of ground, 
which, having lain neglected for a time, Nature, who 
always has her pockets full of seeds, and holes in 
all her pockets, has covered with hungry plebeian 
growths, which fight for life with each other, until 
some of them get broad-leaved and succulent, and 
yon have a ctrarse vegetable tapestry which Raphael 
would not have disdained to spread over the fore- 
ground of bis masterpiece. The Professor pretends 
that be found sucb a one in Charles Streetj which, 
in its dare-devil impudence of roagb-and-tnmble 
vegetation, beat the pretty-behaved flower-beds of 
the Public Garden as ignominioosly as a group of 
Tooog tatterdemalions playing pitch-and-toss beats ■ 
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row of Sanday-school-boys with their teacher at 
their head. 

But then the Professor has one of his burrows in 
that region, and puts everything in high colors relat- 
ing to it. That is his way about everything- 

I hold any man cheap, — he said,— of whom nothing 
stronger can be uttered than that all his geese are 

swans. How is that, Professor ? — said I ; — I 

should have set you down for one of that sort ^ 
Sir, — said he, — I am proud to say, that Nature has 
so far enriched me, that I cannot own so mucii as a 
duck without seeing in it as pretty a swat; ... 
swam the basin in the garden of tiie Luxoiiuki. ^. 
And the Professor showed the whites of his eyc« 
devoutly, like one returning thanks after a dinner of 
many courses. 

I don't know anything sweeter than this leaking 
in of Nature through all the cracks in the walls and 
floors of cities. You heap up a million tons of 
hewn rocks on a square mile or two of earth which 
was green once. The trees look down firom the 
hill-sides and ask each other, as they stand on tiptoe, 
— ^^ What are these people about ? *' And the small 
herbs at their feet look up and whisper back, — ^ We 
will go and see." So the small herbs pack them* 
selves up in the least possible bundles, and wait 
until the wind steals to them at night and whispers, 
— ^* Come with me." Then they go softly with it 
into the great city,— one to a deft in the pavement 
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one to a spout on the roo^ one to a seam in tbe 
marbles over a rich geatleman's bones, and one to 
the grave without a stone where nothing bat a man 
b buried, — and there they grow, looking down on 
the generations of men Irom mooldy roofs, looking 
ap from between the less-trodden pavements, looking 
oot thioagh iron cemetery-railings. Ldsten to them, 
when there is only a light breath stirring, and yoa 
will hear them saying to each other,^ — " Wait awhile!" 
The words run along the telegraph of those narrow 
green lines that border tbe roads leading from the 
eity, until they reach the slope of the bills, and the 
frees repeat in low mnrmnrs to each other, — ** Wait 
Awhile!" By-and-by the flow of life in the streets 
jbbs, and the old leafy inhabitants — the smaller 
cribes always in front — saunter in, one by one, very 
careless seemingly, bat very tenauous, until they 
swarm so that the great stones gape from each other 
with the crowding of their roots, and the feldspar 
begins to be picked oat of the granite to find them 
food. At last the trees take up their solemn line of 
march, and never rest until they have encamped in 
tbe market-place. Wait long enough and yon will 
find an old doting oak hugging a hnge worn block 
in its yellow ondergrouod arms; that was the corner- 
stone of the State-House. Oh, so patient sbe is, this 
imperturbable Nature! 

— - Let us cry ! — 

'pot all this has nothing to do witli my walks and 
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lalks with the schoolmistress. I did not say that 1 
would not tell you something about them. Let me 
alone, and I shall talk to you more than I ought to. 
probably. We never tell our secrets to people that 
pump for them. 

Books we talked about, and education. It was her 
duty to know something of these, and of course she 
did. Perhaps I was somewhat more learned than 
she, but I found that the difference between her 
reading and mine was like that of a man's and a 
woman's dusting a library. The man flaps about 
with a bunch of feathers ; the woman goes to work 
softly with a cloth. She does not raise half the dust, 
nor fill her own eyes and mouth with it^*-but she 
goes into all the comerS| and attends to the leaves 
as much as the covers. — Books are the negative pic- 
tures of thought, and the more sensitive the mind 
that receives their images, the more nicely the finest 
lines are reproduced. A woman, (of the right kind,) 
reading after a man, follows him as Ruth followed 
the reapers of Boaz, and her gleanings are often the 
finest of the wheat. 

But it was in talking of Life that we came most 
nearly together. I thought I knew something about 
that, — ^that I could speak or write about it somewhat 
to the purpose.^ ^ 

To take up this fiaid earthly being of ours as a 
sponge sucks up water, — ^to be steeped and soaked 
in its realities as a hide fills its pores lying seven 
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years in a tan-pit, — to have winnowed c rery wava 
of it as a mill-whecl works up tlie stream that runs 
through the Aume upon its float-boards, — to have 
curled op in the keenest spasms and flattened out in 
the laxcst languors of this breathing-sickness, which 
keeps certain parcels of matter uneasy for three or 
four score years, — to have fought all the devils and 
clasped all the angels of its delirium,— and then, just 
St the point when the white-hot passions have cooled 
down to cherry-red, plunge our experience into the 
ice-cold stream of some human language or other, 
one might thiok wonld end in a rhapsody witit 
something of spring and temper in it. All this I 
thought my power and province. 

The schoolmistress had tried life, too. Once in a 
while one meets with a single -soul greater than all 
the living pageant which passes before it As the pale 
astronomer sits in bis stody with sunken eyes and 
thin fingers, and weighs Uranus or Neptune as in a 
balance, so there are meek, slight women who have 
weighed all which this planetary life can offer, and 
hold it like a bauble in the palm of their slender 
hands. This was one of them. Fortune had left 
her, sorrow had baptized her; the routine ot labor 
and the loneliness of almost friendless city-life were 
before her. Yet,^ I looked upon he/ tranquil face, 
gradually regaining a cheerfulness which was often 
sprightly, as she became interested in the various 
matters we talked about and places we visited, I sa« 
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that eye and lip and every shifting lineament v^ere 
made for love, — unconscious of their sweet office as 
yet, and meeting the cold aspect of Duty with the 
natural graces which were meant for the reward of 
nothing less than the Great Passion. 

'• ! I 1 never addressed one word of love to the 

schoolmistress in the course of these pleasant walks. 
It seemed to me that we talked of everything but 
love on that particular morning. There was, per* 
haps, a little more timidity and hesitancy on my 
part than I have commonly shown among our people 
at the boarding-house. In fact, I considered myself 
the master at the breakfast*table ; but, somehow, I 
could not command myself just then so well as 
usuaL The truth is, I had secured a passage to 
Liverpool in the steamer which was to leave at 

noon, — with the condition, however, of being re- 
leased in case circumstances occurred to detain me. 
The schoolmistress knew nothing about all this, of 
course, as yet. 

It was on the Common that we were walking. 
The malli or boulevard of our Common, you know, 
has various branches leading from it in different 
directions. One of these runs down from opposite 
Joy Street southward across the whole length of the 
Common to Boylston Street We called it the long, 
path, and were fond of it. 

I felt very weak indeed (though of a tolerably 
obust habit) as we came opposite the head of tbi^ 
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path on that morning. I think I tried to speak twica 
without making myself distinctly audible. At last 
I got out the question,>^^WilI you take the long 

paib with me? Certainly, — said the schoolmis- 

tresB, — with much pleasure. Think, — I said, — 

before you answer; if you take the long path with 
me now, I shall interpret it that we ore to part oo 

more! The schoolmistress stepped back with a 

sudden movement, as if an arrow had struck her. 

One of the long granite blocks used aa seats Wfid 
bard by, — the one yon may still eee close by tha 

Gingko-trce. Pra/i B't dowu, — I said. No, ^o, 

•he answered, sofUy, — I will walk the ^ngpeth -riih 
you! 

The old gentleman who sits opiKwite me*, u 

walking, arm in arm, about the middle of the Ung 
path, and said, very charmingly, — ** OofiA nioniingi 
my dears ! " 



[I DID not think it probable that I sboold have a 
great many more talks with our company, and tbeie* 
fore I was anxious to get aa much aa I could into ererf 
conversation. That is the reason why yon will find 
some odd, miscellaneous facts here, which I wished 
to idl at lea«t oooe, as I sbuuld nut have a ohaooe to 
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tell them habitaaUy, at our breakfast-table^ — We're 

• 

very free and easy, yoa kix>w ; we doa*t read what 
we don*t like. Our parish is so large, one can't pre- 
tend to preach to all the pews at once. One cant 
be all the time trying to do the best of one's best 
if a company works a steam fire^ngine, the firemen 
needn't be straining themselves all day to sqoirt over 
the top of the flagstaiE Liet them wash some of 
those lower-dtory windows a little. Besides, there is 
no use in our quarrelling now, as you will find out 
when you get through this paper.] 

Travel, according to my experience, does not 

exactly coTiespond to the • idea one getsTof it out of 
most books of travels. I am thinking of travel as 
it w*a5 when I made the Grand Tour, especially in 
luly. Memory is a net ; one finds it full of fish 
when he takes it from the brook ; but a dozen miles 
of w*ater have run through it without sticking. I 
can prove some facts about travelling by a story or 
two. There are certain principles to be assumed^** 
such as these : — He who is carried by horf ss must 
deal with rogues. — To-day's dinner subtends a larger 
risnal angle than yesterday's revolution. A mote iv 
my eye is bigger to me than the biggest of Dr. 
Gould's private planets. — Every traveller is a self- 
tanght entomologist — Old jokes are dynamometers 
of mental tension ; an old joke tells better among 
friends travelling than at home, — ^^^'hich shows that 
their minds are in a state of diminishedj rather than 
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Jncreaaed vitality. There was a stoiyaboQt ** strabpi 
to your pahntt^'' which was vastly funny to as fel 
lows— on the road from Milan to Venice. — Coslum^ 
tion ommtfut, — travellers change their guineas, but 
not their characters. The bore is the samCi eating 
dates under the cedars of LebanoUi as over a plate 
of baked beans in Beacon Street— Parties of travel* 
lers have a morbid instinct for ^ establishing raws ^ 
upon each other.— A man shall sit down with his 
friend at the foot of the Great Pyramid and they will' 
take up the question they had been talking about 
under ^ the great elm," and forget all about Egypt 
When I was crossing the .Po, we were all fighting 
about the propriety of one fellow's telling another 
that his argument was absurd; one maintaining it to 
be a perfectly admissible logical term, as proved by 
the phrase ^ reductio ad absurdum ; " the rest bad- 
gering him as a conversational bully. Mighty little 
we troubled ourselves for PcuiUis^ the Po, *^a river 
broader and more rapid than the Rhone," and the 
times when Hannibal led his grim Afncans to its 
banks, and his elephants thrust their trunks into 
the yellow waters over which that pendulum ferry- 
boat was swinging back and forward every ten 
minutes! * 

Here are some of those reminiscences, with 
morals prefixed, or annexed, or implied. 

Lively emotions very commonly do not strike us 
fuU in firont, but obliquely ^m the side ; a scene of 
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incident in undress often affects us more than one in 

full costame. 

** Is thb the mighty ocean ? — U thb all ? * 

says the Princess in Gebir. The rush that should 
have flooded my soul in the Coliseum did not come. 
But walking one day in the fields about the city, I 
stumbled over a fragment of broken masonry, and lo ! 
the World's Mistress in her stone girdle— ^Aa nnjtnia 
RonuB — ^rose before me and whitened my cheek with 
her pale shadow as never before or since. 

I used very often, when coming home from my 
morning's work at one of the public institutions of 
Paris, to stop in at the dear old church of St. Eti« 
enne du Mont The tomb of St. Grenevieve, sur^ 
rounded by burning candles and votive tablets, was 
there ; the mural tablet of Jacobus Benignus Wins* 
low was there ; there was a noble organ with carved 
figures ; the pulpit was borne on the oaken shoulders 
of a stooping Samson ; and there was a marvellous 
staircase like a coil of lace. These things I mention 
from memory, but not all of them together impressed 
me so much as an inscription on a small slab of 
marble fixed in one of the walls. It told how this 
church of St Stephen was repaired and beautified in 
the year 16**, and how, during the celebration of its 
reopening, two girls of the parish (fiUes de laparoisse) 
feU from the gallery, carrying a part of the balustrade 
with them, to the pavement, but by a miracle es- 
caped uninjured. Two young girls, nameless, but 
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real presences to ipy ima^netion, aa much as when 
tbej came fluttering down on the tiles with a ay 
that ootaoreamed the shhrpest treble in the Te Deum 
(Look at Carlyle's article on BosweD, and see how 
he speaks of the poor yoang woman Johnson talked 
with in the streets one evening.) All the crowd 
gone bot these two " £Iles de la paroisse," — gone 
aa Qtterly as the dresses they wore, aa the shoes 
that were on their feet, aa the bread and meat that 
were in the market on that day. 

Not the great historical events, but the personal 
incidents that call np single sharp pictures of some: ' 
hnman being in its pang or stmggle, reach us moat 
nearly. I remember the platform at Berne, over the 
parapet of which Theobald Weinziipfli's restive horse 
sprang with him and landed him more than a hun- 
dred feet beneath in the lower town, not dead, but 
sorely- broken, and' no longer a wild youth, but God's 
servant from that day forward. I have forgotten the 
famous bears, and all else.^! remember the Percy 
liou on the bridge over the little river at Alnwick, — 
the leaden lion with his tail stretched out straight 
like a pump-handle, — and why 7 Because of the 
story of the village boy who most fain bestride the 
leaden tail, standing out over the water, — which 
breaking, he dropped into the stream far below, 
and was taken out an idiot for the rest of bis life 

AiTOW-beads most be brought to a sharp point, 
and the gniUotine-axe must have a slanting edge 
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Something intensely humane narrow, and definite 
pierces to the seat of our sensibilities more readily 
than huge occurrences and catastrophes. A nail 
vsrill pick a lock that defies hatchet and hammer. 
^ The Royal George " went down with all her crew, 
and Cowper wrote an exquisitely simple poem about . 
it ; but the leaf which holds it is smooth, while that 
which bears the lines on his mother's portrait is 
blistered with tears. 

My telling these recollections sets me thinking of 
^ j others of the same kind which strike the imagination, 

j \ especially when one is still young. You remember 

the monument in Devizes market to the woman 
: j struck dead with a lie in her mouth. I never saw 

that, but it is in the books. Here is one I never 
heard mentioned; — if any of the **Note and Query ** 
tribe can tell the story, I hope they wilL Where is 
this monument ? I was riding on an English stage- 
coach when we passed a handsome marble column 
(as I remember it) of considerable size and preten* ' 
sions. — What is that? — I saidd— -That, — answered 
the coachman, — is the hangmafCs pillar. Then he * 
told me how a man went out one night, many years 
ago, to steal sheep. He caught one, tied its legs 
together, passed the rope over his head, and started 
for home. In climbing a fence, the rope slipped, 
caught him by the neck, and strangled him. Next 
morning he was found hanging dead on one side o4 
the fence and the sheep on the other; in memory 



1 1 






130 THX AOTOCBAT OP THE BREAKFAST-TABLK. 

whereof the lord of the manor caused this mono* 
- meat to be erected am a warning to all who lore 
mattoo better than viitDe. I will send a copy of 
thU record to bim or her who shall first set me right 
■boat thia colonui and ite locality. 

And telling over these old stories reminds me that 
I have something which may interest architects and 
perhape some other persons. I once ascended tbo 
qure of Strasborg Cathedral, which is the highest, 
I think, in Europe. It is a shaft of stone fiiigree- 
worfc, fiigfatfuUy open, so that the guide puts bis 
arms behind yon to keep you from Tailing. To 
climb it is a noonday nightmare, and to think of 
having climbed it crispa all the fiTty-aix joints of 
one's twenty digits. While I was on it, " pinnacled 
dim in the intense inane," a strong wind was blow* 
ing, and 1 felt sore that the spire was rocking. It 
swayed back and forward like a atplk of rye or a 
cat-o'nine-taiis (bulrush) with a bobolink on it I 
.mentioned it to the guide, and he said that the spira 
did really swing back and forward, — I think be said 
some feet 

Keep any line of knowledge ten years and some 
other line will intersect it. Long afterwards I was 
banting out a paper of Domeril's in an old journal, 
— the " Magaxio Encyclopediqne"" for tim troitHwUf 
(1795,) when I stumbled upon a brief article on the 
*ribratioos of the spin of Strasborg CathedraL A 
man can shake it so that the movement shall be 
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Bbown in a vessel of water nearly seventy feet below 
' the summit, and higher up the vibration is like that 
of an earthquake. I have seen one of those wretched 
wooden spires with which we very shabbily finish 
some of our stone churches (thinking that the lidlezis 
blue eye of heaven cannot tell the counterfeit we 
try to pass on it,) swinging like a reed, in a wind, 
but one would hardly think of such a thing's hap- 
pening in a stone spire. Does the Bunker-Hill Mon- 
ument bend in the blast like a blade of grass? I 
suppose so. 

You see, of course, that I am talking in a cheap 
way; — perhaps we will have some philosophy by 
and by ; — let me work out this thin mechanical vein. 
— I have something more to say about trees. I hare 
brought down this slice of hemlock to show you. 
Tree blew down in my woods (that were) in 1852. 
Twelve feet and a half round, fair girth ; — nine feet, 
where I got my section, higher up. This is a wedge^ 
going to the centre, of the general shape of a slice 
of apple-pie in a large and not opulent family 
Length, about eighteen inches. I* have studied the 
growth of this tree by its rings, and it is curious. 
Three hundred and forty-two rings. Started, there- 
fore, about 1510. The thickness of the rings tells 
the rate at which it grew. For five or six years the 
rate was slow, — then rapid for twenty years. A 
little before the year 1550 it began to grow very 
slowly, and so continued for about seventy* years. In 
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1620 it took a new start and grew fast until 1714 
then for the most part dowly until 1786, when it 
» started again and grew pretty well and uniformly 
until within the last dozen years, when it seems to 
have got on sluggishly. 

Look here. Here are some human lives laid down 
against the periods of its growth, to which they cor- 
responded. This is Shakspeare's. The tree was 
seven inches in diameter when he was born; ten 
inches when he died. A little less than ten inches 
when Milton was bom; seventeen when he died. 
Then comes a long interval, and this thread marks 
out Johnson's life, during which the tree increased 
from twenty-two to twenty-nine inches in diameter. 
Here is the span of Napoleon's career; — ^the tree 
doesn't seem to have minded it 

I never saw the man yet who was not startled at 
looking on this section. I have seen many wooden 
preachers, — never one like this. How much more 
striking would be the calendar counted on the rings 
of one of those awful trees which were standing 
when Christ was- on earth, and where that brief mor- 
tal life is chronicled with the. stolid apathy of vege- 
table being, which remembers all human history as 
a thing of yesterday in its own dateless existence ! 

I have something more to say about elms. A 
relative tells^ me there is one of great glory in Ando- 
ver, near Bradford. I have some recollections of the 
former place, pleasant and other. [I wonder if the 
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old Seminary clock strikes as slowly as it used to. 
My room-mate tbougbti when he first came, it was 
the bell tolling deaths, and people's ages, as they do 
in the country. He swore — (ministers' sons get so 
familiar with good words that they are apt to handle 
them carelessly) — that the children were dying by 
the dozen, of all ages, from one to twelve, and ran 
off next day in recess, when it began to strike eleven, 
but was caught before the clock got through strik* 
ing.] At the foot of '' the hill," down in town, is, or 
was, a tidy old elm, which was said to have been 
hooped with iron to protect it from Indian toma- 
hawks, ( Oredal Halinemannus^) and to have grown 
round its hoops and buried them in its wood. Of 
course, this is not the tree my relative means. 

Also, I have a very pretty letter from Norwich, in 
Connecticut, telling me of two noble elms which 
are to be seen in that town. One hundred and 
twenty-seven feet firom bough-end to bough-end! 
What do you say to that? And gentle ladies be- 
neath it, that love it and celebrate its praiises ! And 
that in a town of such supreme, audacious, Alpine 
loveliness as Norwich! — Only the dear ]>eople there 
must learn to call it Norridge, and not be misled by 
] the mere accident of spelling. 

'SoTwich. 

PorcAmouth. 

Cincinnat^i. 
What a sad pictrire of our civilization ! 
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I did not speak to yoa of the great tree on iTi^hat 
nsed to be the Colroan farm, in Deerficid, simply 
because I had not seen it for many years, and did 
not like to trust my recollection. But I had it in 
memory, and even noted down, as one of the finest 
trees in symmetry and beauty I had ever seen. I 
have received a document, signed by two citizens of 
a neighboring town, certified by the postmaster, and 
a selectman, and these again corroborated, reinforced, 
and sworn to by a member of that extraordinary col- 
lege-class to which it is the good fortune of my friend 
the Professor to belong, who, though he hBB formerly 
been a member of Congress, is, I believe, fully worthy 
of confidence. The tree ^ girts'' eighteen and a 
half feet, and spreads over a hundred, and is a real 
beauty. I hope to meet my friend under its branches 
yet ; if we don't have " youth at the prow," we wiii 
have ^ pleasure at the 'elm." 

And just now, again, I have got a letter about 
some grand willows in Maine, and another about an 
elm in Wayland, but too late for anything but 
thanks. 

[And this leads me to say, that I have received a 
great many communications, in prose and verse 
since I began printing these notes. The last came 
this very morning, in the shape of a neat and brief 
poem, from New Orleans. I could not make any of 
them public, though sometimes requested to do so 
Some of them have given me great pleasure, and 
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encouraged mc to believe I had friends whose faces 
I had never seen. If you are pleased with anything 
a writer says, and doubt whether to tell him of it, do 
not hesitate; a pleasant word is a cordial to one, who 
perhaps thinks he is tiring you, and so becomes tired 
himself. I purr very loud over a good, honest letter 
that says pretty things to me.] 

Sometimes very young persons send commu- 
nications which they want forwarded to editors ; and 
these young persons do not always seem to have 
right conceptions of these same editors, and of the 
public, and of themselves. Here is a letter I wrote 
to one of these young folks, but, on the whole, 
thought it best not to send. It is not fair to sin^e 
out one for such sharp advice, where there are hun- 
dreds that are in need of it 

Dear Sis, — You seem to be somewhat, but not a 
great deal, wiser than I was at your age. I don't 
wish to be understood as saying too much, for I 
think, without committing myself to any opinion on 
my present state, that I was not a Solomon at that 
stage of development. 

You long to '' leap at a single bound into celeb- 
rity." Nothing is so common-place as to widh to be 
remarkable. Fame usually comes to those who are 
thinking about something else, — very rarely to those 
who Bay to themselves, '* Go to, now, let us be a 
celebrated individual!" The struggle for fame, as 
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mull, commonly enda in notoriety ; — that ladder u 
ewy to climt), but it leads to the pillory which is 
crcDnled with fools who could not hold their tongun 
tnd rogues who could not bide their tricks. 

If yoa baTe the coostnonsness of genius, do some- 
tbitiif to show it The woriil is pret^ qaick, nowa< 
days, to catch the flaror of tnu ori^ali^ ; i^ yoa 
write anything lemaritable, the magaanea and news- 
papers will find yoD oot, aa the scfaool-boys find out 
where the ripe apples and peais are. Produce any* 
thing really good, and an intelligent editor will jnmp 
at it DonH flatter yonis^ that any article of yours 
is rejected because you are unknown to fame. Noth- 
> ing pleasea an editor more than to get anything 
worth having from a new hand. There is always a 
dearth of really fine articles for a first-rate joornal; 
for, of a hundred pieces received, ninety are at or 
below the sea-level; some have water enough, but 
no head; some head enough, but no water; onlj 
two or three are from full reservoirs, high up that bill 
which is so hard to climb. 

Yon may have genius. The contrary is of coarse 
probable, bat it is not demonstrated. If you have, 
the world wants you inore than you want it It has 
not only a desire, but a passion, for every spark of 
genius that shows itself among us ; there is not a 
ball-calf in our national pasture that can bleat a 
ihyrae hot it is ten to one, among his friends, and 
no takers, that he is the real, genuine, no-mistak«' 
Osiris. 
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Qu'est ce qu'U a fail ? What has he done ? That 
was Napoleon's test What have you done? Turn 

i I up the faces of your picture-cardS| my boy ! You 

need not make mouths at the public because it has 
not accepted you at your own fancy-valuation. Dc 

ij the prettiest thing you can and wait your time. 

For the verses you send me, I will not say the; 
are hopeless^ and I dare not affirm that they shou 
promise. I am not an editor, but I know the stand 
ard of some editors. You must not expect to ^ leaf 
with a single bound" into the society of tho9< 
. whom it is not flattery to call your betters. Whei 
^ The Pactolian " has paid you for a copy of verses 
—(I can furnish you a list of alliterative signatures 
beginning with Annie Aureole and ending with Zo^ 
Zenith,) — ^when ^ The Bag-bag " has stolen youi 

j piece, after carefully scratching your name out,— 

. when " The Nut-cracker " has thought you wort! 

t shelling, and strung the kernel of your deveresi 

poem, — ^then, and not till then, you may considei 
the presumption against you, from the fact of you: 
rhyming tendency, as called in question, and lei 

i our friends hear from you, if you think it wortl 

while. You may possibly think me too candid, anc 
i| even accuse me of incivility ; but let me assure yoc 

that I am not half so plain-spoken as Nature, noi 
half so rude as Time. If you prefer the long joltinj 
of public opinion to the gentle touch of firiendship 
try it like a man. Only remember this, — that, if 1 
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bnafaul of potatoes is shaken in a market-cart with* 
out springs to It, tha small potatoes always get to 
tbe bottom. Believe me, eta, etc 

I always think of Terse-writers, when I am in this 
vein ; for these are by far the most exacting, eager, 
aelf-weighing, restless, qnemlons, unreasonable liter- 
ary persons one is like to meet with. Is a young 
man in tbe habit of writing verses ? Then the pre* 
nunptioQ is that be is an inferior person. For, look 
yoo, then are at least nine chances in tea that he 
writes poor verses. Now the habit of chewing on 
riiymes without sense and soul to match them is, 
like that of aaing any other narcotic, at once a proof 
of feebleness and a debilitating agent A young man 
can get rid of the presumption against him ajr<nded 
by bis writing verees only by convincing us that 
they are veiaes worth writing. 

All this sounds hard and rough, but, observe, it is 
not addressed to any individual, and of course does 
not refer to any reader of these pages. I would 
always treat any given young person passing through 
the meteoric showers which rain down on the brief 
period of adolescence with great tenderness. God 
forgive ns if we ever speak harshly to young crea- 
tures on the strength of these ugly truths, and so, 
sooner or later, smite some tender-souled poet oi 
poetess on tbe lips who might have sung the world 
into sweet trances, had we not silenced the matin- 
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song in its first low breathings ! Just as my heart 
yearns over the unloved) just so it sorrows for tba 
ungifted who are doomed to the pangs of an uih 
deceived self-estimate. I have always tried to be 
gentle with the most hopeless cases. My experiencci 
however, has not been encouraging. 

— — X. Y., flBt 18, a cheaply-got-up yoatb| with 
narrow jaws, and broad, bony, cold, red hands, 
having been laughed at by the girls in his village, 
and ^'got the mitten" (pronounced raittin) two or 
three times, falls to souling and controlling, and 
youthing and truthing, in the newspapers. Sends 
me some strings of verses, candidates for the Ortho- 
pedic Infirmary, all of them, in which I learn for the 
millionth time one of the following facts: either 
that something about a chime is sublime, or that 
something about time is sublime, or that something 
about a chime is concerned with time, or that some- 
thing about a rhyme is sublime or concerned with 
time or with a chime. Wishes my opinion of the 
same, with advice as to his future course. 

What shall I do about it ? Tell him the whole 
truth, and send him a ticket of admission to the 
Institution for Idiots and Feeble-minded Youth? 
One doesnH like to be cruel, — and yet one hates to 
lie. Therefore one softens down the ugly central 
fact of donkeyism, — recommends study of good 
models, — ^that writing verse should be an incidental 
occupation only, not interfering with the hoe, tbo 
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needle, the lapetonci or the ledger^— and| aboTO all 
that there should be no huny in printing what is 
written. Not the least use in all this. The poetaster 
who has tasted type is done for. He is like the man 
who has onee been a candidate for the Presidency. 
Heleeds on the madder of his delusion all his days, 
and his very bones grow red with the glow of his 
foolish fancy. One of these young brains is like a 
bnnch of India crackers ; once touch fire to it and it 
is best to keep hands off until it has done popping^ — 
if it ever stops. I have two letters on file ; one is a 
pattern of adulation, the other of impertinence. My 
reply to the first, containing the best advice I could 
give, conveyed in courteous language, had brought 
out the second. There was some sport in this, but 
Dulness is not commonly a game fish, and only 
sulks after be is struck. You may set it down as a 
truth which admits of few exceptions, that those 
who ask your opinion really want your praise^ and 
will be contented with nothing less. 

There is another kind of application to which 
editors, or those supposed to have access to them, 
are liable, and which often proves trying and painful. 
One is appealed to in behalf of some person in 
needy circumstances who wishes to make a living 
by the pen. -A manuscript accompanying the letter 
is ofTercd for publication. It is not commonly bril« . 
liant, too often lamentably deficient If Rachel's 
saying is true, that ^ fortune is the measure of Intel* 
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ligeace/' then poverty is evidence of limited capaci 
which it too frequently proves to be, notwithstai 
ing a noble exception here and there. Now 
editor is a person under a contract with the pub 
to furnish them with the best things he can aflfi 
for his money. Charity shown by the publicat 
of an inferior article would be like the generos 
of Claude Duval and the other gentlemen highw: 
men, who pitied the poor so much they robbed 
rich to have the means of relieving them. 

Though I am not and never was an editor, I kn 
something of the trials to which they are submitt 
They have nothing to do but to develope enormc 
calluses at every point of contact with authorst 
Their business is not a matter of sympathy, but 
intellect They must reject the unfit producti( 
of those whom they long to befriend, because 
would be a profligate charity to accept them. C 
cannot burn his house down to warm the hands ey 
of the fatherless and the widow. 



THE PROFESSOR UNDER CHLOROFORlff. 

• 

You haven't heard about my fnend the P 

fessor's first experiment in the use of anasstheti 
have you? 

He was mightily pleased with the reception 
that poem of his about the chaise. He spoke to i 
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once or twice about another poem of similar cbarao* 
ter be wanted to read me, wbicb I told him I woulo 
listen to and criticize. 

One day, after dinner, he came in with bis face 
tied up, looking very red in the cheeks and heavy 
about the eyes^ — Hy'r'ye? — be said, and made for 
an arm-chair, in which be placed first bis hat and 
then his person, going smack through the crown of 
the former as neatly as they do the trick at the 
circus. The Professor jumped at the explosion as 
if he bad sat down on one of those small ealihrqps 
our grandfathers used to sow round in the grass 
when there were Indians about, — ^iron stars, each ray 
a rusty thorn an inch and a half long^— stick through 
moccasins into feet,— cripple 'em on the spot, and 
give 'em lockjaw in a day or two. 

At the same time he let off one of those big words 
which lie at the bottom of the best man's vocabu- 
lary, but perhaps never turn up in bis life, — just 
as every man's hair may stand on end, but in most 
men it never does. 

After he had got calm, he pulled out a sheet or two 
of manuscript, together with a smaller scrap, on which, 
as he said, he had just been writing an introduction 
or prelude to the main performance. A certain sus- 
picion had come into my mind that the Professor 
was not quite right, which was confirmed by the 
way he talked; but I let him begin. This is the 
way he read it: — 
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Prelude. 
I'M the fellah that tole one dajr 



: \ Tlio talo of the won'erful ono-hoM ahay. 

i ^ Wan' to hear another ? Say. 

ii — Funny, irasn'it ? Made me laugh,^- 

Tm too modest, I am, by half, — 
Made me laugh '« though 1 sh*d splil^^'^ 
Cahn* a felhih like fellah's own wit ? 
— Fellahs keep sayin', — ^ Well, now thatTi mot; 
Did it once, but cahn' do it twice.'*'^ 
Ddn' you blicve the'z no more fat ; 
=< i j Lots in the kitch'n 'a good *z that 

Fus'-rate throw, 'n' no mistake, — 
Han' us the props for another shake ;—. 
Know ru try, 'n' guess FU win ; 
1 I j Here sh' goes for hit 'm agin I 



Here I thought it necessary to interpose* — Pro- 
fessor, — I said, — ^you are inebriated. The style of 
what you call your ^ Prelude " shows that it was 
written under cerebral excitement Yoar articulation 
is confused. You have told roe three times in suc- 
cession, in exactly the same words, that I was the 
only true friend you had in the world that yoo would 
unbutton your heart to. You snlell distinctly and 
decidedly of spirits. — I spoke, and paused ; tender, 
but firm. 

Two large tears orbed themselves beneath the 
Professor's lids, — in obedience to the principle of 
gravitation celebrated in that delicious bit of blad- 
dery bathos, <*The very law that moulds a tear,** 
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with which the *'EdiabtB^h Bevia*-/" a^mptcd 
to pat down Master George Ooi&jp. w>iea that 
joang man was foolishly tiying to Pialu bimuelf 
coospicuons. 

One of these tears peeped tAetihf edge of tke lid 
until it lost its balance, — slid aa i'ach and waited fot 
reinforcements, — swelled aga'j, — rolled down a litUe 
further,^ — stopped, — moved ou^-rood at last fcU on 
the back of the Professoi's hand. He held it up for 
me to look at, and lifted his eyes, briminl, till they 
met mine. 

I couldn't stand it, — 1 always break down when 
foUts cry in my face, — so I bugged him, and said he 
was a dear old boy, and asked bim kindly what was 
the matter with bim, and what made him smell so 
dreadfully strong of spirits. 

Upset his alcohol lamp, — he said, — and spilt tho 
alcohol on his legs. That was it.— But what had be 
been doing to get his head into such a state ? — had 
he really committed an excess? What was tho 
matter? — Then it came out that he had been taking 
chloroform to have a tooth out, which bad left him 
in a very qaeer state, in which he had written the . 
** Prelude " given above, and under the inflof -noe of 
which be evidently was still. 

I took the mannscript from bis bands and read 
the following continoatioa of the lines he had began 
to read me, while he made op for two or three nights' 
lost sleep as he best might 
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PARSON TURELL'S LEGACY: 

OR, TBS president's OLD ARM-CHAIS. 



i ji ▲ KATIBUTieAL tTOST. 



Facts respecting an old arm-chair. 
At Cambridge. Is kcgt in the CoU^e Uierob 
Seems but little tlie worse for wear. 



i ] That's remarkaole when I say 

I ' i j It was old in President Holyoke's daj. 

! i I (One of his botjs, perhaps 700 know, 

'] . ! Died, at one hundred^ years ago.) 

j 1 1 , He took lodging for rain or shine 

Under green bed-clothes in '69. 

if 



Know old Cambridge ? Hope you 
Bom there ? Don't say so I I was* too. 
(Bom in a house with a gambrel-rool^ 
Standing still, if yon must have proofl^- 
^ Cambrel ?— Gambrel ? "—Let me beg 
Youll look at a hone's hinder leg,— 
First great angle above the hoof, — 
That's the gambrel ; hence gambrel-rooC) 
— Nicest place that ever was seen^^ 
; ! i Colleges red and Common green. 

Sidewalks brownish with trees between. 
Sweetest spot beneath the skies 
When the canker-worms don't rise,— 
When the dust, that sometimes flies 
Into your mouth and eanand eyes. 
In a quiet slumber lies. 
Not in the shape of unbaked pies 
Such as barefoot children prize. 

A kind of harbor it seems to be, 

« Facing the flow of a boundless 

16* 
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Bowi of ([rar old Tutora itud 

Ruged like racki kbove tlM nod; 

Boiling beii«Mli them, eoft and gi««), 

Brulu tlie tid« of brij^ rixtoenf— 

Ou wave, two wave^ tlirea wavei, hm, 

Sliding up the tparifling floor; 

Then it ebb* to flow no aan, 

Wandering off from abon to iImm* 

With iti freight oT golden on 1 

—FlaaMiit place for boyi to pl^ ;^ 

Betiar keep joor giili awaj ; 

Heart* get rolled at pebblea dc^ 

Wbich oountluM fingering wavM poma^ 

And %r«rf claMie beach ii ftrown 

Wiih hearMhaped pebblei of blood-rod riOM. 

But tbi« u neither hero nor there ; — 
Tm talking about an old arm-chair. 
You've bean], no doubt, of Pamox TUREU.F 
Over at Alcdfonl he uaid lo dwell; 
Uarried one of the Uathcn' folk ; 
Got with hit wife a chair of oak, — 
Funn}' old cbair, with scat like wedge, 
Sharp bohioJ and broul front edge,— 
One of the oddeat of human thingi, 
Turned all over with knoba and ringa,^ — 
But heavy, and wido, and deep, and grands- 
Fit fbr the worthies of the land, — 
Chief-Justice Sowall a cause to trj in. 
Or Cotton Mather to sit — and lie — in. 
— Panon Tunill bequeathed the lame 
To a certain student, — Smitb b/oama; 
TbcM were the terma, as we are told: 
" Swde Smith saide Chaire to bare and hotda ; 
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When he doth graduate, then to passe 
To y« oldest Youth id y Senior Classe. 
On Payment of" — (naming a certain nm)— 
** By him to whom y Chaire shall oome ; 
He to y« oldest Senior next. 
And soe foreveri** — (thus runs the text,)— 
** But one Crown lesse then he gaTe to cbdmei 
That being his Debte for use of 



Smith transferred it to one of the Browxi^ 
i ' And took his money, — ^five silver crowns. 

Brown delivered it up to MooRB, 
Who paid, it is plain, not five, but ibar* 
I i Moore made over the chair to Lbs, 

Who gave him crowns of silver three. 
Lee conveyed it unto Drbw, 
And now the payment, of course, was two. 
Drew gave up the chair to Dunk^^ 
All he got, as you see, was one. 
Dunn released the chair to IIall, 
And got by the bai^n no crown at alL 
— And now it passed to a second Brown, 
Who took it, and likewise daimed a erowiu 
When Brown conveyed it unto Wars, 
Having had one crown, to make it fair. 
He paid him two crowns to take the chair; 
r And Ware^ being honest, (as all Warea be,) 

' He paid one Potter, who took it, three. 

,' , Four got Robinson; five got Dix ; 

! Johnson primus demanded six ; 

And so the sum kept gathering still 
Till af\er the batUe of Bunker's Hill- 
— When paper money became so chei^ 
Folks wouldn't count it, but said ^ a heap^* 
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A eertun Bicdahim, iLs liook* decUiv, 
(A.ll.m'M? Tve lookod with can 
Tbroagb the Triwuiil, n a mt not Hurt.') 
Tliii penoD, Bicbudi, wm ofl«md thwa 
Eight Kore ponndi, but wonld litre taa ; 
- Kins, I tbiok, th Um rbb be took,— 
Vot qdt* certun,— but tee the book. 
—Bf and bf the wa» mra rtill. 
But DOthing bed eltered cbe Panon'a wiV. 
Tba c4d UDMbwr wm lolid yet, 
But Htdilled witb locb a tnoiMtitiDS debt I 
^ingi grew quite too bed to beer, 
Pejnog Nicb wnu to get'rid of tbe cbair I 
Bet dead inea'i fiugen bold awful tight, 
And tbera wee tlw wiU io black aod wUta^ 
PUio enough for a child to ipelL 
What should be done do man could tell, 
For tbe cbair wai ■ kiad of nightmaie cnne, 
And every leawn bat made it wcne. 

Ai a lait reaori, to clear the doubt, 
They got old Govkrnob Hancock ouL 
The Governor came, with hi* Light-horea l^oop 
' And hi* mounted tnickmeo. all cock-*-lKM^ ; 
Halberds glittered and colon flew, 
French homt whinnied and trumpet! blew, 
The j-ellow Gfet whistled between their teetb 
And the bumble-^ee baw drums boomed beneath; 
So be rode with all hie band, 
TiU the Preeident met him, cap in hand. 
— Tbe Goremor " hefted " the crowm, and nidy 
" A will i* a will, and the Panon'i dead.* 
The GoTenor hefted the crowni. Said he,— 
* There ii tout p^L Aad baTe** njr ba. 
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These are the termi yen must fulBI^^- 

Oq sach conditions I brkak tbb will I " 

The Governor mentioned what these should ha 

(Just wait a minute and then youll see.) 

The President prayed. Then all was still, 

And the Governor rose and bbokb tub will I 

— ^ About those conditions ? * Well, now jou ge 

And do as I tell you, and then youll know. 

Once a year, on Commencement-day, 

If you'll only take the pains to stay, 

Youll see the Preadent in the Chair, 

Likewise the Governor sitting there. 

The President rises ; both old and young 

May hear his speech in a foreign tongue. 

The meaning whereof, as lawyers swear. 

Is this : Can I keep this old arm-chair ? 

And then his Excellency bows. 

As much as to say that he allows. 

The Vice-Gub. next is called by namef 

He bows like t'other, which means the 

And all the officers round 'em bow, 

As much as to say that tkey allow. 

And a lot of parchments about the chair 

Are handed to witnesses then and there. 

And then the lawyers hold it clear 

That the chair is safe for another year. 



God bless you, Gendemen I Learn to gtw% 
^loney to colleges while you live. 
Don't be silly and think youll try 
To bother the colleges, when yon die. 
With codicil this, and codicil that. 
That Knowledge may starve while Law grows fat; 
For there never was pitcher that wooldn*! ^nO, 
And there's always a flaw in a donkey^ wQl 1 
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— HoBpitalify is a good deal a matter of lali- 
tnde, I sQBpect The shade of a palm-tree serres 
an African for a hot ; his dwelling is all door aod no 
walls ; everybody can come in. To make a morning 
call on an Esqaimaux acqnaiatance, one mnst creep 
through a long tunnel ; hia house is all walls and no 
door, except such a one as an apple with a worm- 
bole has. One might, very probably, trace a regular 
gradation between these two extremes. In cities 
where the evenings are generally hot, the peopU 
have porches at their doors, where they dt^ and this 
is, of course, a provocative to the interchange of 
civilities. ~ A good deal, which in colder regions is 
ascribed to mean dispositions, belongs really to 
mean temperature. 

Once in a while, even in our Northern dties, at 
noon, in a very hot summer's day, one may realize, 
by a sudden extension in his sphere of conscious* 
ness, how closely he is shat up for the most part — 
Do you not remember something like this ? July, 
between 1 and 2, p. u., Fahrenheit 96°, or there- 
about. Windows all gaping, lilte the mouths of 
panting dogs. Long, stinging cry of a'locost comes 
in from a tree, half a mile off; bad forgotten there 
was such a tree. Baby's screams from a house sev- 
eral blocks distant; — never knew there were any 
babies in the neighborhood before. Tinman pound- 
ifig something that clatters dreadfully, — ^very distinct, 
but don't remember any tinman's shop near by. 
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a day, or even of fifty dollars a lecture. The taunt 
must be an outbreak of jealousy against the re- 
novmed authors who have the audacity to be also 
orators. The sub-lieutenants (of the press) stick a 
too popular writer and speaker with an epithet in 
England, instead of with a rapier, as in France^-^ 
Poh ! All England is one great menagerie, and, all 
at once, the jackal, who admires the gilded cage of 
the royal* beast, must protest against the vulgarity 
of the talking-bird's and the nightingale's being 
wiliing to become a part of the exhibition ! 

THB LONG PATH. 

(La9i of ik€ Parenikete$i) 

Tes, that was my last walk with the schools 
ntistress. It happened to be the end of a term ; and 
before the next began, a very nice young woman, 
who had been her assistant, was announced as her 
successor, and she was provided for elsewhere. So 
itviras no longer the schoolmistress that I walked 

with, but Let us not be in unseemly haste. I 

shall call her the schoolmistress still ; some of you 
love her under that name. 

— :— When it became known among the boarders 
that two of their number had joined hands to walk 
down the long path of life side by side, there waa, 
as you may suppose, no small sensation. I confess 
I pitied our landlady. It took b^ all of a suddin^— 
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she said. Had not known that we was keepin 

company, and never mistmsted anything particular. 

Ma'am was right to better herself! Didn't look very 

- 1 i^ i^gg^d ^o ^^^ <^f^ ^f ^ femilyi but could get hired 

1 ( haiilp, she calculated. — >^he great maternal instinct 

i{ ' came crowding up in her soul just then, and her 

eyes wandered until they settled on her daughter. 

1 ] No, poor, dear woman^ — ^that could not have 

been. But I am dropping one of my internal tears 
for you, with this pleasant smile on my face all the 
time. 

The great mystery of God's providence is the per- 
mitted crushing out of flowering instincts. Life is 
maintained by the respiration of oxygen and of sen- 
timents. In the long catalogue of scientific cruelties 
there is hardly anything quite so painful to think ol 
as that experiment of putting an animal under the 
bell of an air-pump and exhausting the air firom it 
[I never saw the accursed trick performed. Lous 
Deo!] There comes a time when the souls of hu- 
1 man beings, women, perhaps, more even than men, 

begin to faint for the atmosphere of the affections 
they were made to breathe. Then it is that Society 
places its transparent bell-glass over the young 
woman who is to be the subject of one of its fatal 
experiment*). The element by which only the heart 
lives is sucked out of her crystalline prison. Watch 
her through its transparent walls; — ^her bosom is 
heaving; but it is in a vacuum. Death is no riddle. 
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compared to this. I remember a poor girrs etory in 
the ^Book of Martyrs." The ^dry-pan and the 
gradual fire'' were the images that frightened hex 
most How many have withered and wasted under 
as slow a torment in the walls of that larger Inquisi- 
tion which we call Civilization ! 

Yes, my surface-thought laughs at you, you fool- 
ish, plain, overdressed, mindng, cheaply-organized, 
self-sltturated young person, whoever you may be, 
now reading this, — ^little thinking you are what I 
describe, and in blbsful unconsciousness that you 
are destined to the lingering asphyxia of soul which 
is the lot of such multitudes worthier than yoursell 
But it is only my surface-thought which laughs. For 
that great procession of the unloved, who not only 
wear the crown of thorns, but must hide it under the 
locks of brown or gray, — under the snowy cap, under 
the chilling turban, — hide it even from themselves,— 
perhaps never know they wear it, though it kills 
them, — ^there is no depth of tenderness in my nature 
that Pity has not sounded. Somewhere^ — some- 
where, — love is in store for them, — ^the universe must 
not be allowed to fool them so cruelly. What in- 
finite pathos in the small, half-unconscious artifices 
by which unattractive young persons seek to recom- 
mend themselves to the favor of those towards whom 
our dear sisters, the unloved, like the rest, are Im- 
pelled by their God-given instincts ! 

Bead what the singing-women—one to ten thou 
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sand of the sufTering women — ^tell as, and think 
the griefs that die unspolieii I Natore is in earn 
when she makes a woman ; and there are wots 
enoogb lying in the next cbnrcbyard with very co 
monplace blue (date-stones at their bead and feet, 
whom it was just as true that " all sounds of 1 
Assumed one tone of love," as for Letitia Landi 
of whom Elizabeth Browning said it ; bat she coi 
give words to her grief, and they could not — '^ 
yoo hear a few stanzas of mine? 



THE VOICELESS. 
We connt tbe broken lyrei that reit 

Where the tveot waJllng ungen dmnber^-^ 
But o'er their silent •bier'* breast 

The wild Sowers who will stoop to BumlMrT 
A few can touch the magic (tring. 

And DoUy Fame a proud to win them ;^ 
Ala* for those th.it never ling, 

But die with all their muaic in Lbenl 



Kay, grioTe not for the dead ahms 

Whose song has told tbeir bearti' lad aloi/r- 
Weep for the voiceless, who hare known 

The cross wiihout the crown of glorjr 1 
Hot where Leucadian breezes sweep 

O'er Sappho's memory-haunted tuUow, 
But where the glistening nlghtKlow* weep 

Od nameless sorrow's churchj-ard pUlow. 

O hearts that break and give no sign 
Save whitening lip and fading tnoet, 
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Till Death po^ra out his cordial wine 
Slow-dropped from Wscrfs oruihiog pretiea^— 

If singing breath 'or echoing chord 
To every hidden pang were giveiii 

What endless melodies were poured, 
As sad as earth, as sweet as heaven 1 

I hope that our landlady's daughter is not so badly 
otti after alL That young man from another city 
who made the remark which you remember about 
Boston State-house and Boston folks, has appeared 
at our table repeatedly of late, and has seemed to 
me rather attentive to this young lady. Only last 
evening I saw him leaning over her while she was 
playing the accordion, — indeed, I undertook to join 
them in a song, and got as far as ^ Come rest in this 
boo-oo,'* when, my voice getting tremulous, I turned 
off, as one steps out of a procession, and left the 
basso and soprano to finish it I see no reaHon why 
this young woman should not be a very proper 
match for a man that laughs about Boston State- 
house. He can't be very particular. 

The young fellow whom I have so often men* 
tioncd was a little free in his remarks, but very good* 
uatured. — Sorry to have you go, — he said. — School- 
ma'am made a mistake not to wait for me. Haven't 
taken anything but mournin' fruit at breakfast since 
I heard of it. Mourning fruity — said I, — ^what's 

that? Huckleberries and blackberries,— said he; 

^couldn't eat in colors, raspberries, currants, and 
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; Buch, after a solemn thing like this happening. — The 

I conceit seemed to please the young fellow. If you 

I will believe it, when we came down to breakfast the 

.' \i next morning, he had carried it out as follows. You 

1 1 know those odious little ^' saas-plates '^ that figure 

so largely at boarding-housesi and especially at tav- 
erns, into which a strenuous attendant female trowels 
little dabs, sombre of tint and heterogeneous of com- 
position, which it makes yon feel homesick to look 
at, and into which you poke the elastic coppery tea- 
! ij. spoon with the air of a cat dipping her foot into a 

wash-tub, — (not that I mean to say anything against 
them, for, when they are of tinted porcelain or starry 
many-faceted crystal, and hold clean bright berries, 
or pale virgin honey, or ^lucent syrups tinct with 
j, cinnamon," and the teaspoon is of white silver, with 

the Tower-stamp, solid, but not brutally heavy,^as 
people in the green stage of millionism will have 
them, — I can dally with their amber semi-fluids or 
; I glossy spherules without a shiver,)— you know these 

sinill, deep dishes, I say. When we came down the 
next morning, each of these (two only excepted) was 
covered with a broad leaf. On lifting this, each 
boarder found a small heap of solemn black buckle* 
berries. But one of those plates held red currants, 
and was covered with a red rose; the other held 
white currants, and was covered with a white rose. 
There was a laugh at this at first, and then a short 
silence, and I noticed that her lip trembled, and the 
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old gentleman opposite was in trouble to get ai liis 
bandanna handkerchief. 

^ What was tlie use in waiting? We should 

be too late for Switzerland) that season, if we waited 
much longer.'' — The hand I held trembled in mine, 
and the eyes fell meekly, .as Esther bowed herseli 
before the feet of Ahasnerus. — She had been reading 
that chapter, for she looked up,— if there was a film 
of moistive over her eyes there was also the faintest 
shadow of a distant smile skirting her lips, but not 
enough to accent the dimples,— and said, in her 
pretty, still way, — ^^ If it please the king, and if I 
have found favor in his sight, and the thing seem 
right before the king, and I be pleasing in his 
eyes " — 

I don't remember what King Ahasuerus did or 
said when Esther got just to that point of her soft, 
humble words, — but I know what I did. That 
quotation from Scripture was cut short, anyhow. 
We came to a compromise on the great question, 
and the time was settled for the last day of summer. 

In the mean time, I talked on with our boarders, 
much as usual, as you may see by what I have re- 
ported. I must say, I was pleased with a certain 
tenderness they all showed toward us, after the first 
excitement of the news was over. It came out in 
trivial matters, — ^but each one, in his or her way, inani* 
fested kindness. Our landlady, for instance, when 
we had chickens, sent the liver instead of the giz» 
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zardj with the wing, for the schoolmistress. This 
was not an accident; the two are never mistaken, 
though some landladies appear as if they did not 

ll know the difference. The whole of the company 

were even more respectfully attentive to xny remarks 
than usual. There was no idle panning, and very 
little winking on the part of that lively young gentle 
man who, as the reader may remember, occasionally 
interposed some playful question or remark, which 
could hardly be considered relevant,— except when 
the least allusion was made to matrimony, when he 
would look at the landlady's daughter, and wink 

j with both sides of his face, until she would ask what 

^ he was pokin' his fun at her for, and if he wasn't 

ashamed of himself. In fact, they all behaved very 
handsomely, so that I really felt sorry at the thought 
of leaving my boarding-house. 

I suppose you think, that, because I lived at a 
plain widow-woman's plain table, I was of course 

{ ; more or less infirm in point of worldly fortune. You 

may not be sorry to learn, that, though not what 
great merchants' call very rich, I was comfortable,-^ 
comfortable, — so that most of those moderate luxu- 
ries I described in my verses On Contentment — ^0105/ 
of them, I say — were within our reach, if we chose to 
have them. But I found out that the schoolmistress 
had a vein of charity about her, which had hitherto 
been worked on a small silver and copper basiS| 
which made her think less, perhaps, of laxurlea 
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MO TGE ADTOCKAT OF TQE BBEAKP AST-TABLE. 

thko evcD I did,— iDodeMly bb I have expn^sao? 
ny wUha. 

It is a ntber pleaaaot tiling Ui tell ii poor young 
voman, whom one hu CoiiUived to win without 
sbowiog his reut-foIl, that she hiu found what the 
wwld Taloea so highly, in fuUowIng the lead of her 
aflectioiu. That wu an enjoymeut I was now 
leady for. 

I b^gaD atMvptly : — Do you know that yoo are a 
rich yonng person t J 

I know that I am rttj rich, — she said. — Henrea | 
has. given me mora than I ever a»kcd ; for I bad not \ 
thonght love was ever meant for me. 

It was a woman's confession, tind her voice tdl to 
a whisper as it threaded the last words. 

I don't mean that, — I said, — yon blessed litde 
saint and seraph ! — if there's an angel missing in the 
New Jerusalem, inquire for her at this boarding- 
house I — I don't mean that! I mean that I — that is, 
you — am — are— confound it! — I mean that you'll 
be what most people call a lady of fortone< — And I 
looked fall in her eyes for the effect of the annoiuio»- 
ment. 

There wasn't any. She said she was thankful 
that I had what would save me from drudgery, and 
that some other time I should tell her about it — ] 
never made a greater failora in an attempt to pro- 
duce a seaaation. 

So the last day of summer came. It was ooi 
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THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 

choice to go to the church, but we had a Jdnd 
reception at the boarding-house. The presents w 
all arranged, and among them none gave more pi 
sure than the modest tributes of our fellow-boardc 
— for there was not one, I believe, who did not 6C 
something. The landlady would insist on roaki 
an elegant bride-cake, with her own hands ; to whi 
Master Benjamin Franklin wished to add certa 
embellishments out of his private funds, — ^namely 
Cupid in a mouse-trap, done in white sugar, a 
two miniature flags with the stars and stripes, whi 
had a very pleasing effect, I assure you. The lai 
lady's daughter sent a richly bound copy of Tuppe 
Poems. On a blank leaf was the following, writt 
in a very delicate and careful hand : — 

Presented to • . . by • • . 
On the eve ere her anion in holjr matrimonj. 
May sunshine ever beam o'er her I 

Even the poor relative thought she must do son 

thing, and sent a copy of ^ The Whole Duty < 

Man/' bound in very attractive variegated shce 

skin, the edges nicely marbled. From the divinit 

student came the loveliest English edition i 

'' Keble's Christian Year." I opened it, when 

came, to the Fourth Sunday/ in Lenl^ and read th 

angelic poem, sweeter than anything I can remei 

ber since Xavier's " My God, I love thee. " I a 

not a Churchman, — I don't believe in planting oa 

in flower-pots, — but such a poem as ** The Roc 
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bnd" msket one's heart a proselyte to the culture it 
giows from. Talk about it as much as you like, — 
one*! bleeding sbows itself nowhere mote than 
in bb religion. A man should be a gentleman in 
hit bymna and prayen; the fondness for "scenes," 
among nlgar aaintii contrasts so meanly with 
tbat~ 

" God onljr and fined ftHficU look 
BaUail tha bliuful kgdc,*— 
and that other, — 

" B» could Mt trust hi* oitltlng xxil 
Bat in bk kUker'i ligliC." — 

that I hope Bome of tbem will sec this, and read the 
poem, and profit by it 

My laughing and winking young friend nndcr* 
took to procure and arrange the flowers for the tabic, 
and did it with immense zeoL I never aaw bim 
look happier than when he cnme in, his hat saucily 
on one side, and a cheroot in his month, with a 
huge bunch of tea-roses, which be said were foe 
" Madam." 

One or the last things that came was an old 
square box, smelling of camphor, tied and seated. 
It bore, in faded ink, the maiKs, •* Calcutta, 1805.** 
On opening it, we found a white Cashmere shawl* 
with a very brief note from the dear old gentleman 
opposite, saying that he had kept this some years, 
thinking he might want it, and many more, not 
knowing what to do with it, — that be had never 
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THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEAKt AST-TABLE. 2Ci 

seen it junfolded since he was a young supercargo,— 
and now, if she would spread it on her shoulders, if 
-in I would make him feel young to look at it. 

^rj |v| Poor Bridget, or Biddy, our red-armed maid of 

^ M I all work ! What must she do but buy a small copper 

i! ^' ! |l breast-pin and put it under ^ Schoolma'am's " plate 

that morning, at breakfast? And Schoolma'aro 
would wear it, — though I made her cover it, as well 
as I could, with a tea-rose. 
!] It was my last breakfast as a boarder, aod I could 

' j' |! not leave them in utter silence. 

Good-by, — I said, — ^my dear friends, one and all of 
you ! I have been long with you, and I find it hard 
parting. I have to thank you for a thousand courte- 
sies, and above all for the patience and indulgence 
] ' I with which you have Ibtencd to me when I l)avc 

1 I tried to instruct or amuse you. My friend the Pro- 

fessor (who, as well as my friend the Poet, is una- 
; ! voidably absent on this interesting occasion) has 

given me reason to suppose that he would occupy 
ray empty chair about the first of January next If 
he comes among you, be kind to him, as you have 
been to me. May the Lord bless you all !— And we 
shook hands all round the table. 

Half an hour afterwards the breakfast things and 
the cloth were gone. I looked up and down the 
icngth of the bare boards over which I had so often 
uttered my sentiments and experiences— and ^— 
Yes, I am a man, like another. 
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364 THE AOTOCSAT OF Ttie DBEAEPAST-TABLE. 

All sadness vanished, as, i<i the midst of thcsu old 
friends of mine, whom you know, and others a little 
mora up in the world, perhaps, to whom 1 have not 
introduced you, I took the Bchoolmistress before thd 
altar from the hands of the old gentleman who used 
to sit opposite, and who would insist on giving her 
away. 

And now we two are walking the long path ia 
peace together. The " schoolmistress " finds her 
skill in teaching called for again, without going 
abroad to seek little scholars. Those visions of 
mine have all come trae. 

I hope you alt love me none the less for anytbuig 
I ban tdd yon. Farewell ! 
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Abvsr, all gnod attempts get, 90. 

£ftllVATION, 307. 

Akkimtiks nii<i Antipnthics, 256. 

AuE, sorteuin;; dVccts of, \tl; bejirins 
when (ire p^A down, 174; Roinan 
tiffp of enlistment, 174 ; it* clumget 
a 9triiig of ini«ultft, 177. 

A 0001> TIME GOIMO, 259. 

AiK-i'L'Mr, Riiinial under, 353. 
Album VEiuiKS, 17. 
Ali*s, ctfect of looking nt, 811. 
Amkuican, the Hngli.«hman rein- 

forced, (a uoted person tbinks,) 

276. 
Analogiea, power of Rceing, 03. 

ANAToMIt>T*b Hy.MN, TiIK, 202. 

Ax(iLo-SAxoN8 die out hi America, 
(Dr. Knox thinks,) 278. 

Anmvkkhakiks dreudcd by the 
Professor, and why, 258. 

AmiUMbNT^, what ure those which 
spoil convcrs;ition, 11. 

AuibTttcKACY, the fonning Ameri- 
can, 303; pluck the back-bono of, 
004. 

AKTit>T8 apt to act mechanically on 
their bmin% 210. 

AMKi»sM)iu», Heaven**, eflbct of meet- 
in;; one of them, 104. 

AsYLL'M, the, 2b8. 

AuitibNCK. avcnigo intellect of, 160; 
ft:«pect or, 101; a compound vcrt^ 
bnite, 162. 

At'i>iKNCi£S very nearly alike, 161; 
good feeling and intieUigence of, 
1C3. 

AunioB doea not hate anybody, 
255. 

Authors, jockeying of, 41; purr if 
skilfully handled, 55; ashamed of 
being ninnv, 55; hate those who 
call them tfroll, 55 ; always praise 
after fifty, 91. 

Automatic principles appear more 



preralent the mora we itadj, W; 
mental actions, 164. 
AvEKAtise, their awful imUbnnilj, 
161. 



BABixa, old, 177. 

IIacox, Lord, 317. 

Balzac, 172, 317. 

BicAUTiEs, ▼ul0u>, their Tirteoas Id- 

digiuitioo on oemg looked at, 235. 
BKUKKt like aiicieot drinking 

glasses, 17. 
Bku^olasb, yoang woumn vndcr, 

853. 
Bexicia Boy, not challenged by the 

l*rofcMor, and why, IM. 
Bkxjamix FuAKKLur, tJie land]*- 

dy*s son, 14, 59, 64, SO, 97, UI, 

155, 156, 2b7, 361. 
Bbkksiiikk, 274, 266, 310. 
Bkkxx, leap from the pkoibrm iL 

828. 
Dlakk, Mr., his Jesse Rornl, 101. 
Bloxdks, two kinds of, SIS. 
** liUK>DKO ** horses, 40. 
Boat, the Professor*! own, deicri^ 

tion of, 104. 
BoATiMo, the Professor deeeribei 

his, VjO. 
Boats, the Professor's fleet of, 180. 
Books, tuiting, GO; society a strong 

solution of, 70; the mind some- 
times feel alravo them, 151; a 

man*s and a woman's reading,831. 
BoKKa, all men are, except when we 

want them, 7. 
Bo8Ti»N, seven wise men ot^ their 

sayings, 142. 
BowiE-KMiPK, the Roman gladiaa 

modified, 21. 
Brain, upper and lower stories o^ 

207; attempto to raoclr meehaBft* 

cally, 216. 
Bbaixi, seTenty-yeer eloeks, tl4{ 
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*" CoKBEsrosTDSXT, OUT Foreign,*' 
133. 

Cou.vTKRrAirra of people in rnanj 
difTereut cities, IGd. 

CowrsK, 213; hi» lines on hU moth- 
er's portmit, 32U; his lines on Um 
•* Roynl Georpe," 329. 

Creed, the Author's, 100. 

Ckinou.ne, OtHheiLin, 21. 

Crow sn<l kiiij^binl, 82. 

CuKLs, flnt circular on tamplee, 20. 
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Dandies, rntes of, 800; illnstrions 
oiio\ 301, 302; men are bom, 802. 

Davidsux, Lucreiia and Margaret, 
213. 

DF.AO>!f*I MASTERPIErC, TlIS, 295. 

Death as a form of rhetoric, 162; 

introduction to, 243. 
Dkkkkield, dm in, 834. 
Devizes, woman struck dead at| 

3J9. 
Di<;iin)N Rock, inscription on, 287. 
DiMF.xsioxa, three of solid% hand- 
ling ideas as if they had, 96. 
Divinity, doctors of, many people 

quiiiitied to bo, 32. 
DivixiTY Stl*i»kxt, the, 1, 47, 98, 

04, 97, 100, 114, 125, 142, 143, 161, 

1.S5, 211, 217, 223. 22^, 23C, 266, 

2G7, 2C6, 293, 301, 806, 861. 
Doctor, old, his catalogue of books 

for iij^ht reailing, 161. 
Di:i.NKiNo-<3LAbiiES, ancicDt, beliefs 

like, 17. 
Dkull, authors dislike to be called, 

66. 
Dkunrkmcess often a punishment, 

220. 
DfLX persons ^reat comforts at 

times, 6; happmess of finding we 

are, 69. 

E. 

Ears, voluntary morement of, 10. 

Ma urn, not ripe yet, 26. 

EAiaiigUAKE, to'lauiich Leviathan, 
60. 

Edlis, hall of, 288. 

Editors, appeals ij their benevo- 
lence, 840; muiit getcalluKCA, 341. 

£oucA7no!i, professional, most of 
oar people have had, 31. 

Coosi Oiarian, intellectual, 226. 



Elk. American, 271: the frf 
Johnston, 272; Hutficlil, 274; dfn 
fiehi, 274; VVe»t .^prinfrficUt, 57 
I'itlsfielil, 275 ; New bury i«nn, 27 
Cohasset, 276 ; Ln;;Hsli 'and Am 
{can, corap:iri«on of, 277. 

Elma, Sprin;!fi«lil, 273; flnt cUu 
274; second clan's. 276: Mr. I'li 
dock's row of, 278; In Antlovi 
832, 836; in Norwich, 833: iu Dec 
fleid, 836; in I^ncastcr, two va 
Iar;f^ one«. See Laxcastkk. 

EMirrioKt strike u? obliquely, 327. 

EpiTiiim fullow- isotliennsil Uac 
130. 

Erasmitr, colloquies oT 98; naofri 
gium or sliip wreck oi, 98. 

Ekkctilk bends, moo of genii 
witli, 7. 

Essays, diluted, 74. 

Kbhkx Street, 318. 

Esther, Queen, simI Ahasoerus, 861 

ETKH.x[Tr, remembering one's sel 
in, 283. 

EvERUkSTUco, the herb, its soggai 
tions, 86. 

ExEKCisjc, scientifically •»*"»«*'^ 
193. 

Ex PBDB HkRCVLSM, 134. 

ExrKMiKNCB, a soleom fowl; he 

eg^^s, 817. 
£xi*iuKn in crime and •"^'''wlngit 87 
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Faces, negntiv«| 188. 

Facts, horror or generonn minds lb 

what are commuiily ml ted, 6; tiM 

brute beasts of the inloiligeaoe, 6 

men of, 1G4. 
Family, mau of, 28. 
Faxciem, \*outhful, 812. 
FarkwklL, the Autlioc^a, 864. 
Fault found with every thing vortl 

saying, 127. 
Fekli.'<o that we have been ia thi 

same condition before, 81 ; model 

of expUining it, 82, 88. 
Feellmos, every person'a, have i 

front-door and a side-door, 147. 
Fifty cents, a figure of ilietaria 

806. 
Flash phraseolofrr, 899. 
Flavoo, nothing knows its own, 61 
Fleet of our companioas, 106. 
Fluwicrs, why posts talk so mool 

of, 266. 



\ . 



: i 



INDEX. 



I 



■ 1^ 

I « 
1 



!■■ 'Ill 

» ■ . *" 
■ *•■ * 

■ ■ -1' 



il 



' 



I > 

4 

M 

i I 

{ 

I : 

; ' 
I 

' I 

I 



/onx And Thomas, their dialogae of 

»ix persons 6u. 
John, tlio voiinf^ fellow called, 60, 

72, 81, 88; lU, 128, 201, 310, 228, 

224, 241, 264, 2ti8, 293, 800, 806, 

3oG, Stii. 
»Joii.NH<iN, Dr., his remark on at- 

t:ick% 129; Uiica to Thrale, 174. 
Jcik;mkxt, stiuidard of, bow to e»- 

tablUh, 10. 



K. 



KvATs, 213. 

Kkhlic, hi5 poem, 861. 

** Kkkkiikik,** And other charactei^ 

i^tic <»xprc*»ion% 124. 
KlUKK WlllTK, 214. 

K>'owi.Kiuii{, little streaks of spa- 
ciniizetl^ bree<l conceit, 10. 

K:«rc-KLf>:H, marks of on broken 
glu4S, 123. 



Ladt, the real, not seositiTe if looked 

Ht, 225. 
LAUY-HoAitDER, the, with anto- 

graph-bnok, 6. 
Lani>lai>y, 68, 68, 122, 852, 861. 
La.ni)lai>y*8 daughter, 18, 20, 68, 

lo8, 160, 267. 2G^ 350, 361. 

LATrKK-DAY WAItM.NGtt, 20. 

Lai'(.iitkk And tears, wind and 

wutcr-jiowcr, 101. 
Lectukkus, groovcA in their minds, 

73; tuikiii>; iu streaks out of their 

lectures 73; get homesick, 163; 

Attacks upon, 361. 
Lectukks, fcelin':^ connected with 

their delivery, 169; popular, what 

they nhould'havo, ItiO; old, ICO; 

wliat they ought to bo, 101. 
LEiitNiTX, remark of, 1. 

loG. 

Lettku to on ambitious young man, 
336. 

LbTrKics vrith various requests, 78. 

Leviathan, launch of, bO. 

Like, experience of, 32; compared 
to trnnKcript of it, 66; compared 
to books, 164; divisible into nfteen 
periods, 177 ; early, revelations 
couceniiug, 234 ; its experiences, 
822. 

LlLAO leaf-buds, 266, 267. 

Lioji, the leaden one at Alnwick, 828. 

34 



LivroK thonght himself a tn 

actor, 103. 
Literary pickpnrkcts, 67. 
LiviMi Temtlk. '1'iie,!S02. 
LociUEL xvcked in cradle when i 

b'J. 
Loo, nsnig old schoolmate^ ai, 

mark our nite of sailing, 106. 
IxMiiCAL minds what tlicy do, II 
LoNu path, the, 362; walking 

gcther, 3C4. 
La.xdu:i, Lct^tia, 3.'i5. 
L(ivs-CArAriTT, 316. 
Lovx, intruductinn to, 244; itsr« 

tivft solubility in the speech of i 

and women, 317. 
LuDicicuua, a divine i^lea, 104. 
Li^NiVKKMAMY, return of, 64. 
Lykic cooceptiou liits like a bo] 

IIL 

U. 

Macaulat-plowbrs oT Literati 

16. 
*'MAOAZi!tB, Northern,** got up 

the ** Coiuc-Outers,** 137. 
Malhe. willows in, 836. 
Man 01 family, 23. 
Map, ph<»togmph of, oo the wall, 3 
Mark Iiuiirum, 140. 
Makimold. its suf^^eetiona, 84. 
BlATifKM, Cotton, 76, 346. 
11ekiu»ciiaum8 and poems muit 

kept and used, 116, 117. 
Men, self-nuuie, 82; aU, knre all 

inen, 267. 
MetaUtnnctj dreadful cooseaneii 

of, 260. 
MiDDUE-AOBD fenude, takea offei 

33. 
MiLLiOKinc, green sUgo of, 867. 
Mii.Ti>N compared to a Saiut C 

main-pear, etc., 93. 
Mind, autom.atic actioos of, 164. 
MiNoa, chusifScation of, 1; je 

ones fatiguing, 6; locicnl, w 

they do, 16; calm and clear 1 

basis for love mid friendship, 1 

saturation-point of, 168. 
Minister, my old, hia romarks 

want of attention, 88. 
Misery, a great.. one jmta a i 

stamp on us, 86. 
MisFORTUNB, profoaaiooal dealers 

86. 
MibPRiirra, 64. 
MoLAaaEa, Uelaiiee, or If oloiaa'a 



UoRA, Itilian f)aat at conTsrsnlioD it Irtt Iwan hlmNlf wdM m^ 

coinpnTwl bH IT. 174* 

MiuuutT, ibi jnmt, quotuion rnna Old Hex, almiiripaatilf tba^vnt 

m) puniiiiijt, H. ban been, lU. 

MooXTAnia AOjl aea.SOI. OHBm, of childhood, t38. 

lluvtut^a Tniil, »M. OMiE-HiMa-uuT, Thb WoMDKBnn. 

Mu'i Ilie liltlco, 1.^3. M. 

UitMBHHiTv uiil fcmioeitT In Take, "Oub Sdhatb* ConMatmm-' 

3.'.l. wco,"!**. 
MOA, ISO. 

UuaCui..\R powen, «han thsr dfr- P. 

clina, la. 

tfufcE. iho, 3M). Pail, th« irhlte ptne, of mitn-, in. 

iluiiCLAKu, nid niDTBmintii oT, DE. Paiialijili>h, wKltnut Identltr, ^ 

Uiwic. ill elTecu dilTsraiit frooi oriental lod oeoldinUI Dalnj^ 

UiiHiKiit. IM. ITT. 

UirruAi. Admiration, Socifltj oF, S. PAmarmma, dlmioant the iMdw, 

*'r Laiit'i Uiieek, (*«r>e,l ITT. 10'' 

irAd bv fh« FauCw« ...._-..-._ 

. - -i.tlMlanfctU- 
PKAiu, man ara like. In » 

tDBlurit7, n. 
PniHriiuRini, ita itiKgaatlai^, 
PHnTooKArni of th« rant, U 



n oT, 3M, leaking of, 



Pie, Uii ToanK fellow treat* diira- 
apectrully, BB; Ihe AulKor take* 
too liirj;« ■ piece or, M. 
PikCKUHT, poenuu efo., written oik 
der inSuenee ol, W. 
wiUi bniin, K». PiLLjkii, tlie Kiinpji«n'i, ns. 

Kiirmx, liin ipeacli ebont the ohlld Pikkhki, nilliun, T. 

ami (he |wbble^ M. Pihatr*, Dwilih, thalr tUn* on 

HoHwicn, elnvi in, 33Si bo« not lo chnrch doom, 111. 

pmnouiice, 333. Plaoumihu, AuUior'i Wrtooni dl»> 

Nuvai, one, erervbodj hue itoff ipitt fbr. IBS. 
for, Ml wb7 1 do not mrrite, W. Pix-KKT-nuoK feTer, 140. 

PuKM— withlhe«li'i>A(nJ(r 

PuKMa, ■llemtions oA U: lia*a 



of, lU ; porout like m 

Oak, lit on« mark of npramac;, lITj pwt-prandial, ibe PrDfa**ar*a 

iro. Idea of, ib9. 

Ocrum, Iba, two mm walking by, Porr, rit friend, the, 111, 1W, 100, 

M. IMKm;., Ill,l£R,16g, IBl. 

Old Aok, itarting point of, 171 ; a1- PoKTa Ioto venteii while warn) tnm 

lenry of. IT&: apprcmcli of, ITS: their mind*, lUi two kindi at, 

hebitii Ihe Kreni mark of, ITS; 313; apt to act mechaaieaU^ OB 

bow nnture clieaU ai inlo, lb.; their brvini, 318. 

In 111* l'nire«i<ir'* oonterepomrieA, PoKra and artiitt, whr like to (■• 

IW; rainediea Jjir, IBS; eicellaDt prone (o abou of itlniuiiinta, 131. 

rwnedj for, 300. PoKTAarsB wbo baa tatted tnt, 

3lu Gkstlemaii orrotiTX, tbe, 1, SM. 

tS.M,«T, 111, 301, 3M, 30«,tl«, PoEri<ui.iispnIaa aiteiDal, lU. 

M3,lW,in,SB4. FoBTRr iu«i wUu ligbt bt jD 

Out Ma», b pttwaa lUrtled wh*B wdn oliiMt, U. 
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tN>i.i8ii l.ince, 22. 

P(iuK rci..ti<)n in black b«imbAziiM| 

S3. *j7, 114,241. 300, 3til. 
P<>rL.\u. inurilcr ofoiie, 271. 
I'oKr-ciiucK, bU Tivmcious uJly, 

Puic rsMoUTit, how not to pitmoimc*, 

PuwEKs, little localiioil, breed con- 
ceit, 10. 

Pkeacumi, dull, mi;;ht Upee into 
cu-isi heathenism, 31. 

*' Pkkia:i»r," the Pn>rcs8or'», S43. 

PiiKNTii**, Duine, 232. 

ri:i!>K in fi wuiQiui, 316. 

Pki.ncis Kupert't drops of litentora, 
42. 

PKIXCI11.F., a^snin^t obrions facta, 63. 

Pi:iv.vTK Jouruui, extract from my. 






Pr.iVATK thentricals, 47. 

PRiiitAKiuTiEd provided with huf" 
fert, 63. 

Pi:iiKExs:i>x, litorarf men should 
have .% 207. 

Pk(ik{^>s«)Ii, inr friend the, 28, M^ 
90, lul, 123. 130, 137, 170, 171 «l 
M'f ., 2ul, 206 €t leq.^ XM, 226, XK7, 
202, 2M tl $eq.^ 21M, 341 c/ Mg. 

pRoUMit'K, 4U. 

Puuuc Ganien, 318. 

Pi».iusTs, when "»tale," 180. 

Pinning, quotntion« respecting:, 14. 

PcM», I:iw respcctini;, 12: what they 
consist in, 65; surrepti'iou'ily cir- 
culated ainonf; the company, 2d3. 

PcpiL ot'the eve, »imile concemiug, 
the Author disgorgea, 166. 



Q. 



Quantity, fal«e, Sidney Smith's r»- 
murkoo, 125. 



KEnoLLETTfoyB, tririal, CMiolial li 
our iileiitirr, 243. 

RKLATIVKlk,'oiMnion9 of M to • 

ronir« ptiwers. GO. 
Rki-katinu ucie'a "clC 7. 
Bki-ltatumk, living on oootiBgHit, 

HA, 
KKriTATfosra, conventional, 41. 
** Kkhuixo "* at night* etiquette o^ 

241. 
Bii«»DK-IsLAVD, near what plaet, 

272. 
SiiTMRa, old, we get tired of, 20; 

bsAl to chew upon, S38. 
RiiminiiHja, lov« of, daim;oroas ti 

literary men, 102. 

Bowixfl, ncare»t approach to flying, 

196; ite6xc€Uenciee,ib.; itsjoyi, 

196. 
** BiiTAL Gbobob,** the, Cowp«*t 

poem on, 829. 
Bum, the term applied by low pe^ 

pie to Doble fluids, 220. 



R, 



Rack of life, the, report of running 

in, 108. 
(lArKH, our sympathies go naturally 

witii higher, 74. 
Racing, not rermblican, 33. 
Raphael and .Michnel Ans^lo, 237. 
itAbi'AiL's proof-sheets, 28. 
^•1/ dtM Saiims a lecture, G5. 
iKADixu for the sake of talking, 

164; a man*8 and a woman's, 821. 



SAA»-PLATKa, S37. 

8Ai»i»LE-bKATHicK oompaied toeolei 

leather, lii2. 
"SAiiTUiKAiiCTioa,*' A tepid es- 

prbwion, 120. 
Salvt Genevieve, risit to church olj 

827. 
' Saiktb and their Bodiea,** an ad< 

minUile l^«ay, ISO. 
SANTiiKixra huaghinj^-mnscle, 324. 
Saving o»e*s thou^ita, 29. 
SciiiioLJiiirrMFjw, the, 85, 47, 68, 8i 

86, 97, 122, 133, 142, 143, IM, 211 

212, 234 €i Mf., 242, 244 H see. 

264, 278, 286 el ecy., Sll, 356 c 

tetj. 864. 
** SciiiNCB,** the ProfesaQr*a inwah 

smile at her airs, 20G. 
SciKNTiKic certainty hoe no sprini 

in it, 63. 
SciKXTiKio knowledge partakss ^4 

ini*olcnce, 62. 
ScKAPiNO the floor, eflTect of, 6C 
Ska and Mountaiiia, 308. 
SKhi» capsule (of ponniu) S83. 
SciJ'-i>KTKKMij(uio power, Uaifea 

tion of, 100. 

SELP-KtiTEKM, With gOOd gItmiMl h 

imposing. 11. 
SklT'MADb men, 21 
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SRHxoa, propoMd, of Dm Antbor, Stvaiit, hU two jMrtnttt*, tl. 

UI. SuKKBM ntlJcnes, eltote* of, Mfc 

SBMom, IVnbIa, hard lo ItitM U, SuM AMD SHAUrW, «S. 

bat mar aet iiHiucilTclT, U. SuimJtr maniinjp, how Ih* ABlk<« 
SBirTiiiKKTii, iJI iplaiib*!! and ttnww hlo respect fiir. Ml. 

— "njKrf.r'^ '- ■ 



itmJiiia with UT. BwAMB, taking: hi* rfucjb for, I19l 

(iBVKii Wl<« }I«n at Oottaa, th«[r Swirr, pnipntj rwlored to, IM. 

UTinjti, HS. BwiiHPs, RotDUi Mid AnMruan,!! 

SnAKimiAiiK, old copT, wlih llakM Stlva ltuvAiiouoA,>n. 

gfpl»<ni>tb«iwMnItitaaTa,tl. StvtaX, Dr. ITO. 
Shawu tha Inilliin ti[anket,ll. 



ing bMiiidBria, at. 
Snrr, llM, and nartlD-hmM, 140. 

Siiira, kftmld of, lU. Tauvt, a Util* makw pwpb JmI- 

aiX TAT«ii««, real, IM. 

Siuiiu LsoBL DBtlTB ci£ aqloTlac Talxiho Ilka plaring at a aatk 

hinuair, SSI. with an «nsiM, Wf an* of Iht 

SioiiT, pTHuidad failBi* c( In sld fliwtrta, U. 

ptnion*, IM. Tkaput, llWniy, TO. 

SiHiuTUDK and anakviM, sewn at. Turn LAar BuiaaoH, IH. 

M. Thb ulo Hai Uhbami, T*. 

SinJM tnoli and tbatr hudla, IU| Thktwu Aiiiiiaa,a81. 

Inlroilucllon to, 141. Tub VuidU^na, tit. 

SxKLx.ai eonnectcil wlUitb* mei»- Throumiicai. UndaoU, «• all an, 

ory, ew. S3. SX 

Sm I LK, tlio terrible, 113. THUuoKTrcirolvei In oycln, M; If 

c ci.i -1.. — d by London «tlcred,LinkiiidDfexcr«tion,lST. 



Quarlorl]' ifsTiao, 103. TituuullTS may bo orlcitial, tl 

SMKAKino n-lJow* to ha ngardad oft«D befora ultnrDd, 8; utic 
laiidcrly, lU. 31): ihaped In convanutloo, I 



SocucTtCJj'of rnutoal ndmiratlon, t toll w 

SiiuL, it* concenliic epvalopa, 18L young people, U; my beat aaem 

EoUKlis, lus^oIiTe one*, 14a, 34T. alwnn olJ, S4; nwl, knook oat 

JrAKKiHo.llui'rorc-iorMeiaUttla, aomobodr't wind, 1:». 

and de<cnb<w IE, IBS. THiiuuiiT-Srnu'ai.KRa, SO. 

EiMHKH lanf;ua;,-e plruds, SO. Tihk and ipaoa, GIO. 

SniKTiico TTicii, Tlrtun of, 41. ToHACCO-tTAiH may iCifka Into 

&rMi:ta has come, 118. chancier, 118. 

&4tUN<iiii(» vlien old Uwhood* an ToiiACCo-noi-PRlt, toraly one, 110. 

turned aver, 111. Towsi,imaU, not moramodaat than 

Sta on- It urn AN, ihe, U. citie>, Itt. 

■■ bTAna, the. and the earth,*' a litUa Tot, author cam* a woodatAil at 

book, rcfsmMl to, 310. llnneillnL 308. 

Stati iltiuta, Boalon, the hub of Toti moTod by laud, eaathn Ihn 

^STAn>oDr'decouedlnrHnt,''114. Tkavel, mnxiTtu ralalli^ to, SIS) 

Gtiu.icii>iu>i, Mntlmental. 81. rccollectioni or, SIS. 

EiniiiE, Akt, turning over oT, IIT. TliKX. Eniirth of, *■ ibown by rtnn 

Sthamukk, who cnnM wltn young 01' wii<»l, U^l. fII<.'u of a hemlock, 

fellow cnlled John, 143, 8M. - 3^1 : Itn e>^'>[Ii fumpaiad to ha- 

■StkapI" my man Johu'e itory, mnn livF>, 33:^. 

Ill- Thhks, (TTfiit, 268 1 motber-lde* la 

Snu>ni;BoCatlMdnl,TOcUnsofIla anch kind of, 2;0i lUMd of maaa- 

ipire,S31. urIng-Upe, iJ3; Mr. EnierMQ*a 

BraiKuia lo of iboagiit* and 1MI> report on, 1T3 ; of Amrriea, mu 

Inp, lU. frjmd'* Intanatint mrk m, tTi. 
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Trks-wivbs, S6S. 

Triads, writing in, M. 

Tkois mres, dinncn al the, 86. 

Tiu>TTUfo, democratio and faTonr 

ble to many Tirtuet, 40; matches 

not races, 40. 
Truth, primary relations with, 1ft. 
Truths and lies comparsd to oobes 

and spheres, 182. 
TuppKR, 18, 861. 
TuppKRiAji wisdom, 817. 
Tutor, my lata Latin, his tosMi 

807. 



Umlovsd, tHe, 864. 



V, 



Veneerino in conTersation, 164. 

Veksk, proper medium for reTealing 
our secrets, 67. 

Verses, album, 17 ; abstinence from 
writinf;, the maric of a poet, S38. 

Vekse-writers, their peonliaritiesi 
838. 

ViouNS, soaked in mosio, 117; take 
a century to dry, 118. 

Virtues, negative, 306. 

Visitors, ^tting rid of, when their 
Tisit is over, 19 

Voice, the Teuvonio maiden *8, 280; 
the German woman's, 261; the 
little child's in the hospital, 262. 

Voices, certain female, 248: fear- 
fully sweet ones, 240; bard and 
sharp, 251; people do not know 
their own, 263; sweet most be- 
long to good spirits, 263. 

VoUur, brand oC, on galley rogaes, 
120. 

Volume, man of one, 166. 



W. 



Waletno arm acrainst arm, 20 ; laws 

of, 80; the rrofossor sanctions, 

101 ; riding and rowing compared, 

103,194. 
Wasp, sloop of war, 289. 
WATcn-rAFSB, the old gentleman*!, ZncMiBMAini, T. 



Watkr, the white-pine pafl of; 281 

Wki»i>I3io, the, 364. 

WEDDijio-riuasEjrrB, the, 861. 

WKLLUiOToae, gentle in Ids old sgi^ 
f»2. 

What we auu thixk, 168. 

WiLLi, comparetl to a drop of wattf 
In a crystal, 96. 

WiLiiOws in Muioe, 836. 

WiKB of ancients, 76. 

Wit takes imperfect views of things, 
66. 

WoMAV, an excellent instmment ibr 
a nerve-player. 146; to love s, 
must see her throujErh a pin-bok, 
268; must be true as deatli, 815; 
marits of low and bad blood in, 
816; love-capacity in, ib.; pride 
in, 316; why she shoald not ssy 
too much, 817. 

Women, young, advice to, 64 ; £nX 
to detect a poet, 211; inspire poets, 
211; their praise the poets re- 
ward, 211; all, love all men, 257; 
all men love all, 267 : pictures oC, 
267; who have weighed all that 
life can oOer, 822. 

WoooBRiiHss, Benjamin, his grave, 
279, 2b0. 

World, old and new, comparisoQ 
of thsir typea of oiganixatMH, 
276. 

WRmxo with feet in hot water, 7; 
like shooting with a rifle, 80 



Y. 

Yes? in conversation, 20. 

Youvo Fellow called John, 60, 72, 

81, 68, 114, 128, 201, 216, 228, 224, 

241, 264, 268, 298, 800, 806, 866, 

862. 
YouNO Ladt eome to he finished 

off, 10. 
YouTii, flakes off like button-wood 

bark, 177; American, not perfect 

type of physical humanity, 197; 

and ageb what Antbor meant by 

231. 
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